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THE PROVING OF GENNAD. 



PROLOGUE. 
THE ADVANCE OF NIGHT. 

The sun had borne his glory past the sea, 
And. given Night to stay the fretting world. 

I watched his brim the waters touch — then, turning, 
Lo, straight the Eastern gates were oped afar, 
And onward, lo, resistless Night came through, 
Her rule to claim ! Before her feet there flowed ' 
The darkness for a pathway, and behind 
Where she had trod — where late bright sunbeams lit 
The glittering fields — now, like a sepulchre. 
No sign disclosing of the life it held. 
There lay the vast Overshadowed, and therein 
The live and dead were clasped alike, the bond 
And free, the passing and the past away, 
The calm and fretful As when oft the earth, 
Gathering the waters wide across her breast. 
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Is cloaked in robes of rain — so now there fell 

The wrapping darkness thick from heaven, — and all 

Was hid from view. 

Onward from shore to sea 
She strode, and fast the lingering daylight fled 
Before her feet to westward, and meanwhile 
Upon the world grew silence at her tread 
As she drew nigh. 

And then full soon I saw 
The myrmidons of Night which under her 
Hold rule — Repose and Peace and healing Sleep, 
With Dreams and Visions, Guile, untimely Death, 
And Shame and Infamy, with others — these 
Their various censers each came ghostly waving 
Over us mea But the shy, hiding stars. 
No more outrivaird by the absorbing globe 
Which rules the day, asserting their small light, 
Re-set the dismal sky with a bright throng — 
Like watch-fires on the plain . . . viewed afar ! 



THE MINSTREL. 

* Give the old man way. Bring him in, bring him in ! 

He hath a goodly tale to break to-night. 

Heap the logs, friends ; he's chilled. Bring forth the best 

Of our rich island wine. 

Now let the wolf 

Howl his low bark — we'll hunt him down to-morrow ! 

Tho' the cold snow-drifts rise — ^we're warm within ! 

Drifting the windows up — there's firelight here ! 

Lead him across the hall, Upharsis, gently; 

Bring him seat here. So ! Lift his harp with care. — 

Now, good old wanderer, what say'st thou to-night ?* 



I. 

THE DECREE OF ZEUS, 

At last the thunder broke ; the immortals rose ; 

The Olympian halls grew hushed, and silence spread 

From thence to wide around — when Zeus to them 

Spake thus : * Justice and Equity do sit 

At my right hand as arbiters supreme, 

To mould and seal my every action, ere 

It rushes forth as model to the worlds 

Wherever Reason dwelleth, and to be 

The embodiment of what they call the Good. 

Wrought I a deed unjust, 

The earth would start, and Heaven would heave amain, 

And stand aghast at such proceeding, while 

The murmur from the thousand thousand rising. 

Would stop Creation's harmony ! Hear now. 

This mortal, by Athene's witness found 

Guilty of base impiety — while him 

The words of Aphrodite do defend — 
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It is by you declared he must become 
As one of us, immortal, — or must die. 
Wherefore he shall be tried. Prince Gennad, son 
Of Gelanor — his life within his hands — 
Shall walk past seven fires, shall keep himself 
Thro' seven keen temptations, one by one, 
Which being truly vanquished (he meanwhile 
Of the issues thence depending knowing not), 
He shall be worthy, and found worthy, live 
Immortally.' 

Cried Pallas : * If for man 
*Tis meet to seek what solely rightly homes 
Above — to view what hath by mortal ne'er 
Been eyed — then what doth trespass make ? Witness, 
Ye gods, all outraged standing ! Death for him 
Forthwith, who arm hath lifted past the line 
'Twixt us and yonder beating ! Let him die.' 

But Aphrodite started like a hind : 
' Ye gods, what trespass this, that man should seek 
The eternal ranges ? Who for such hath died ? 
Many have sought, some even reached, while all 
Desire. — And we do love to have it so.' 

In majesty the King of gods and men 
Sat throned serene, and ruling o'er the worlds 
Of Earth and Heaven. Thus proceeded he : 
• Behold, yon mortal shall be tried by Fear ; 
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By Ease seduced ; by Anger tempted, which 
The kindly Pity stayeth. He doth go 
Thro' Labour, and thro' Reverence, patiently 
Waiting upon the gods to honour them. 
He shall be forged by Pain ; and he shall slay 
The Gorgon which ten years the isle of Sardo 
Hath roamed in fairest woman's shape, to feed 
Upon the blood of countless lovers. This — 
This last shall be his aim as known to him — 
All else lies dark. Hence to the issue then ! 
Forth from the Eternal none shall thrust a hand 
To help or stay — no god shall interpose ; 
But he must walk the fiery drench alone, 
Girded in mortal strength, alone to prove 
Its weal or woe. Thus I have said. Enough — 
To each his way ! Who shall undarken further 
What I have bid the Night gauze over ?* 




II. 

THE ORACLE. 

The lordly palaces of Gelanor 

Were hushed at Argos. All was still — the hour 

Grown late. Behold, within the portico 

Two men there sat in close converse, who seemed 

To wait for some who tarried from afar. 

And thus spake Gennad, son of Gelanor : 

* How many hours have we thus watched, while all 

The towers of Argos old were sheathed in night, 

Until they gleamed again ! What thinkest thou, 

Gylyppo, friend than brother more, — say why 

Is't thus they linger past the appointed day, 

Except that fearing justly to deliver 

The oracle's reply they stay ? — Yet, ah. 

At best what must it speak ? what is to hope, 

What token gracious look we ? and I, thus 

Why end I this brief respite, tho' it be 

Laden with sore anxiety P 
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Calmly 
The other spoke ; * My lord, a long delay 
May be occasioned by small accident, 
And in such case these latter miles would yet 
Be scarce trod over ; and your anxious care 
Doth make the minutes, which should minutes be, 
Seem rather hours. But surely thou wast ever 
Too soon and quickly moved to grief or joy. 
Now reaching from the Future vain alarms 
Which dwelt not there, and now in hopeful mood 
Anticipating gladness ne'er to come.* 
And beauteous Gennad said : * Thou art a friend 
That I am proud to own some guiding to — 
A counterbalance to my mind, which is 
Too lightly strung — as thou art grave beyond 
The most of men.* 

To him Gylyppo low 
Replied : * Thou art thyself, and canst not be 
Another, as cannot another thou : 
Wherefore let's not the disposition seek 
To change or hide (so it be evil not), 
With which we have so variously been born. 
For surely men have each of other need. 
That they from every standing ground may view 

The truth complete But of this oracle ; — 

My lord, uplift thy heart. Be stout — the worst 
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THE ORACLE. 

Is yet unspoke. If it say death, thus I 
Would counsel thee : We'll fly. The world is wide : 
Fly we the sentence of the gods, and judge them 
False till they find our lair. Should they trace us 
Past seas and continents — then what do we 
But march to 'scapeless death some earlier ? 
(For hence go we together — that thou knowest — 
E'en to the inexorable Tartarus).' 

* The world is wide, my brave Gylyppo, wider 
Than where the Artsei dwell, I do believe, 
And the far, barbarous Psylli. Still, what hope 
To 'scape from Zeus ?' 

But Gennad started up : 

* Nt)w, hark !' he cried, * 'tis so ; the sound of wheels 
And horses' feet within the pavement gate 

Did start mine ear !' 

Whereon there came full soon 
A messenger with torches, bidden speak 
Who said : ' Those sent upon the oracle. 
Most noble prince, do wait without.' But lo. 
While yet the herald turned to summon them. 
There came a total trembling on the limbs 
Of Gennad ; faintness seized him, and he cried, 
Leaning upon his comrade : * Now to hear 
Some words divine, yet passed thro' mortal teeth 
And bearing fate and justice terribly T 
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Gylyppo soothed his brow, but answered not, 
For his was not a creed that Gennad loved 
-(So men declared) —but one great doubt of all 
The things unseen, — whose laden and dull soul knew 
No spirit-witching, but lay chained to mind 
Thus some are born. And Gennad, raising eyes 
Of nut-brown hazel to the skies, spake on, 
His tall, slight form reclining, and his hair 
In flaxen ringlets loosed his shoulders round : 
* 'Tis told in tales most olden — hast not heard ? — 

How men were proven ere ' 

He ceased from words, 
For footsteps sounded, and old Sistrio drew 
With halting gait unto the speaker, while 
Two others followed to the lighted halL 
Gennad to them : * So now, ye knaves j ye made 
A game upon the road, I ween, to keep 
You thus delayed ! But ye shall eat and drink. 
Come, speak, good Sistrio, as spake the god.' 

Then there, amid the charged and laden silence. 
Those marble porticos and noble halls 
Gave back an echo to the old man's words. 
Still sadder than the lingering words themselves. 

* Wouldst standi — then stand if thou canst ^ 
Reigning the time and time. 
Within the isle of Sard the Gorgon roameth : 
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Beware thou love not her whom thou shalt slay, 
* Ware J likewise^ what comes after and before. 
Thus shalt thou stand uncurst ; else blindness take. 

Thus spake the god.' 

No sound was further heard when ceased his words, 

And Sistrio's head was bowed with reverence j but 

The young lord's look — I know not how, but 'twas 

As if from out a sepulchre he stared 

Blankly at nothing, reason and beauty fled. 

Gylyppo gazed unmoved, or even seemed, 

Sadly to smile upon the awestruck group. 

Gennad arose. He paced the shining floor. 

* Blindness, say'st thou ? Do this^ or curst to be — 
Accurst ! ' Ware this ! (And what comes afterwards^ 
That I should it beware ; and what before ?) 

Surely, ye gods — ^give it again, old man — 

'Twas not for evil, nor with evil bent, 

I sought to learn your immortality ! 

Good Sistrio, wait with us. The rest may go. 

Thine aged lore, what says it ? But, stay ; first, 

O friend, speak thou.' 

* Your grace,' Gylyppo said, 

* As always, hear me patiently. Know well 
Thy destiny is set in thine own hands. 
Now, leaving the interpretation of 
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This oracle unto its framers, go 

(For when did oracle not wear two horns ?) 

Assume this quest, or any else as noble, 

Virtuous, and serviceable to mankind, — 

Yon Gorgon darkly intimated slay thou. 

(We've heard of it, what devastation working.) 

What greater fame than this, what better lot 

For thee, or any prince, — from any god ? 

And all along meanwhile, before and after, 

Act as to not offend your country here. 

Nor others past your borders j and, believe I, 

Then all will well. Thus did we ever find — 

Keep thou good faith, and thou or any man 

Shalt destiny win honourable j but serve 

Thyself alone, seeking no will save thine. 

And Fate's due recompense is sad.' Thus he. 

* Prophet thou art of those same gods thou doubtest ! 

Surely i' dream it came to me what thou 

Dost say, Gylyppo ; and well do I remember — 

Great Zeus I saw, the king of gods and men, 

Athene wise, and Aphrodite fair, 

Apollo and Poseidon. Rapt away 

To where no shadow falleth I did view 

Where mortal gaze hath never, and I heard 

The councils of the gods omnipotent, 

And caught faint whispers from the lemure land 
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Within the air and sea, Such things to me 
They spake, and I made answer — yet not I, 
For in the cave of rocky Thessaly, 
In calm, unwondering slumber I was laid 
The while . . . But while we talk and linger, 
Is not the sea at hand — and Sardo yonder ? 
Blindness is death, and death comes while we stay; 
And my brave bark lies trembling in the tide ! 
Enough. Hence to the ocean hie we ; and that ship, 
Which late I anchored to my father's shores 
Thrust we again forth, trusting her keel so strong — 
And you Above !' 

The age-bent Sistrio, 
Raising his hand, thus spoke : ' But I was old 
Before ye both were young, my gentle sirs ; 
So hear me, my prince Gennad, equally. 
Surely the heaven and earth do shake themselves 
Of those who, impious, thus the gods despise ; 
And such shall learn in Hades' home below, 
That gods divine do rule us mortal men. 
Beyond our sight Now hath divine Apollo, 
Most gracious deigned to warn thee, speaking by 
His sacred oracle — and verily 
Its meaning holds a direful threat for warning. 

Sirs, sirs — what doth this read us ? 
The gods indeed have set the crown in view. 
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Have named the path to victory, and will be true 
To him that reacheth. Him that reacheth ! Ah, 
Mark but the point — for where is born of woman — 
Where mortal that shall touch it with his finger ? 
Wouldst stand ? they say — Stand if thou canst ! Beware ! 
Attempt — then fall like others ! For he who seeks 
To climb from earth, his place, is like the eagle 
Soaring and ever soaring at the sun, 
Till with exhaustion his proud wings no longer 
Flap the thin air, and like a stone he dashes 
Downward to headlong death — while the fair sun 
Shines on. Thus, woe to thee, I tell thee, 
E'en if, within yon island vast and wild, 
Thou sight'st at last that fateful shape ! Behold, 
(Better live blind a season — even for life — 
Here at thy home, and like thy fathers die !) 
How, in one moment, it will mock thy search 
Of months, or years — thine impotence, thy daring — 
Leaving, while time shall roll, Argos to mourn, 
And future men to dwell on marvelling ! 
Therefore — (Have I not been thus young myself?) 
Love I not thee ?) 

Hate but the very thought ! 'Tis impious — dread it ! 
Defiant ! Dream it not in thy dreams by night, 
Save but to waking curse it 1 And brave not 
The threat of Heaven, which foldeth us like sheep 
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In the low park where best 'tis we should graze. 
Go not to Sardo.' 

He ceased from words. And then 
Gennad cried thus : * Clasp hand in mine, old man, 
Dear, fine old man ; brave servant — truly thou 
Speak'st like a king j and well I know thou lov'st me. 
Surely these things do lie on the gods' knees 
For their disposal ! . . I do thank ye both ; 
Your minds are various, but the core is one — 
That there are higher laws and powers above us. 
Whom we in different ways do all revere. 
But mark ye this — should this great search be took^ 
Not in mine own, but in the strength I go 
Of Heaven that goes with me — and in its name !' 

After more converse 'twas concluded thus — 
Prince Gennad rising, spake : * Now hear me both 
(For one says go, and one says not to go), 
I am resolved to take this voyage, nor stay 
For oracle which none may duly read 
Before its last fulfilment. It may show 
The death that ever cometh far or near 
Quite close at hand — or it may now foretell 
Accomplishment of all my dearest dreams, 
Just ready to be seized Ye know it not, 
Nor ly nor any man ; and thus I take 
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The meaning which would please me better true. 
And trust it so. I know whereon to hang 
In fullest trust my empty-handed need. 
And if it may turn happy, then I know 
'Twill so be granted. 

Wherefore I now will sail — 
To act no deed save fadr and honourable ; 
Zeus helping me, to order me to all men 
Both just and fair — be witnesses to this ; 
And thee I take, Gyljrppo, well-tried friend. 
With me to venture 't, whether fair or fouL — 
Good Sistrio, thy wisdom climbs before thee ; 
And when so early thou shalt see the stars, 
And watch us from beyond, beseech for us \ — •. 
Meanwhile my palace honoured is by thee.' 
* Gladly, my lord, so one keel carry both,' 
Gyl3rppo said. 

* May this my counsel err ! 
False doth this old heart wish it Pray it be ! 
If go» go thus as ye have said — together. 
I shall not live to see these things fulfilled 
My mother said when I was bom that I 
Should live to warn the Argives — and unto 
This end have I therefore been kept. To-night 
I shall be with my fathers ; — so farewell ! 
My mission's done.' — So Sistrio joined their hands. 
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* Tis well said,' Gennad answered. * Be it thus. 
I and this yeoman will adventure it. 
But kindly both go, leave me now awhile, 
For I would give my thoughts a far-hung rein.' 



When they were gone, his eyes and thoughts did seem 
To soar away beyond the tawny clouds, 
As though he drew his life-breath thence and knew 
No thing named earth. And thus, I heard, he prayed 
To her he served : 

* O Aphrodite crowned, — 
From thy throne on high, where the stars watch nigh 
In white-drest armies round ! 

Lend now 
Thy pity kind, tho' to thy feet, 
Thy succour day by day to meet, 
The world's petitions rise on every wind, — 

O thou 
Who ne'er hast on me frowned ! 

* Oft ere this, when I sought thy power, 
Thou, bending midst evil portending, didst raise 
From the faint heart its burden of ill ; let the hour 
Of my danger be care to thee still— thro' the maze 
Of my destiny leading, as darkly each phase 
Of its mystery I fulfil. 



J 
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' Now, O divine, thou seest me doubtful stand 
Upon the first step of a further turn 

In life's long winding lane ; 
And how there seems to shine a glistening hknd 
From out the distance, beckoning me come learn 

Fresh fates of weal or pain. 

* And as I now would make the windy waves 
A course for my frail bark to hurry by, 

And mete the fathoms o'er — 
Seal up, so close beneath, those briny graves 
Which gape for men ; let none go 'neath to lie 

The ocean's ruffled floor. 

' Thy presence curse-uncursing with me go ! 
From rocks, and failing keel, and blast of storm, 

Loosed in its fury wild ; 
And from the darker harm of secret blow. 
And sudden fate in treachery's noisome form 
Retain me, helpless child. 
And see me stand at last, if it may be. 
With them who have outsoared mortality !' 



The next day Gennad lifted up his eyes 

To see Gylyppo of the long dark hair. 

And thoughtful mien and earnest, which no smile 
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Did ever pass except for others' joy. 

* Ho, comrade dear, the distant day at last — 

Hail it ! Great changes fight to come. I feel 
All bravery. The sea doth howl too small 
To move me ; — not high enough doth stream 
Its foamy smoke to battle with the clouds. 
Two days and we are gpne — us trusting to 
That same one still, e'er faithful found before. 
That she will ward all harmful shocks from us 
Divine or mortal !' 

* Be it far from me 
To move thee from this trusting spirit. Go, — 
And / will be the trusty sword she wields 
Around thy head to save thee !' 

* Is the world — 
O, is the world gone pasture-strayed beyond 
The sound of shepherd's pipe in ways unknown, 
Where reaches not his music's gentle call ? — 
'Yond keep and ken of its good framer Zeus, 
And those with him who hold the Olympian halls ?' 
* I know not well, my lord,' Gylyppo said, 

* For Reason ever checks my rising soul 
From calling things divine which do compose 
Our mortal walk. Fain would I see the more. 
And be less wolfish to thee.' 

* And so thou shalt,' 

2 — 2 
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Gennad replied ; ' for Reason cannot build 
Save on the facts of mortal daylight, which 
Compose but half we meet with thro' the world. 
Let us go forth — and see where'er heaven do not 
Love to be greatly trusted, and be proven 
By sore emergencies by man at his 
Wit's end — blowing its trump in 's very ears, 
Presencing itself most visibly/ 

Upon 
The ending of this converse they designed 
Rich sacrifices to the gods above, 
To be observed in due and solemn form. 



/ 
/ 



III. 

FIRST PLOT OF ATHENE TO DESTROY GENNAD. 

Now, of the Olympian gods it well was known, 

Pallas Athene bore the deepest hate 

For Gennad and his city. As she watched 

The vessel put from shore, the quest begun, 

Up ran the furrows on her marble brow, 

And her calm eyes grew fierce. * Sweet curse,* she cried, 

* That this may be ! Earth's denizens how grow they 

But to insult — when man, the god-delighting. 

Lives godless, and the gods a hindrance learns ! 

Tracking his wayward paths where'er he chooses. 

Wanton with might subdued to will, to work 

The deed he please — how then shall he confess 

Our hest divine, or bow to our decree ? 

Nay, more — scorning the wrath he cannot feel, 

He dares the scourge unseen ! Behold him now. 

Great Zeus — (but who doth hear me ?) 

Bend them — curse them — wreck them ! 
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Till they shall own thy might divine. 
So lowly kneeling in their lowly shrine, 

At the sea's foundation !' 

Wherefore, reckless grown. 

And heeding not the stern behest of Zeus, 

She sped, nor tarried till at length she stood 

Before Poseidon, ruler of the waves. 

To him she checked herself and thus b^an : 

* O wave-controlling King Poseidon, hail — 

All hail to thee, wide ruler ! . . Now 

Lend me a little of thine aid, I pray. 

For thou dost own, to speed or overthrow. 

All that hath life on the sea.' Thus she drew nigh. 

He bowed his shaggy locks as he replied : 
' How can I serve thee, most divine P 

' Dost not 
Thou hold the rule of all the barren sea 
Most indisputably P 

* Within the sweep 
Of my wide arm the growling sea doth lie ' 
(He answer made). * Great Zeus indeed hath set 
Their boundaries to be not passed ; yet these 
Do wait but my command to issue forth — 
Then thou majr'st view the heaven come down amain 
To meet the deep, and the fierce ocean rise, 
"HI waves and sky one sea .>* 
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* Aye, why/ she cried, 
^ Shouldst thou who canst, like bubbles, summon straight 
From the sea's depths whole islands stark and green, 
And by the striking of thy trident only 
Bid earthquakes move the firm earth — why shouldst 

thou, 
Who know'st the number of the matted waves, 
Call any lord upon thine own domain ? 
Above the deep, too, — speak^ and thine own shall hear, 
Lo, thou canst ope the clanging clouds with sound 
Of thousand trumps, each with a blast as loud 
As thousands joined. How, with the shout of armies, 
Loosed from thy hand, the chafing winds burst forth, — 
Split all the clouds — see the wide heaven bend ! 
The sky doth gap asunder, and the fire 
Of lightning leapeth scathing white below. 
Illumining the sea and foam-thick air. 
What can before thee conquer, god — what ship. 
Floe, floating island — when thy mountains melt. 
Molten themselves to bury in themselves. 
Leaving but whirling caves for the wind's horn 
To hoot and conjure in ?' 

She speaking thus. 
As his strong hand grew round his trident's helve, 
To her Poseidon : * True, Athene, thou 
This word declar'st ; for I, beyond all others 
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Of gods or men that own allegiance, can. 
Armed with the terrors of my waves alone, 
Bend down the stiffened knees that never bend 
In craven fear, and hear such vows sent upward 
As would move the most obdurate heart, 
And melt like snow the veriest irony core 
Of any god who only ruled the land 
And heard the prayers of landsmen.' 

She to him : 
*" Then sure such mightiness, unchecked so far. 
Can go a step beyond, nor there be stayed. 
(Tis small compared with this thy fierce renown.) 
The seaman, too, is thine 1 
Say thou canst bid the seaman, loosed from fear 
Of the wild tempest, down below the foam, 
To where no longer shall thy voice be heard 
In the dread thunder and the storm's long boom; 
Whereto, at rest, no more, no more for ever. 
Need they to heed thee or thy rage again. 
There lying in a mighty stillness. 
By the deep vast o'ergrown, and leaving 
Their bones to strew the bottom of mid sea !' 
Knit wer^ his shaggy brows as he replied : 
* That likewise, goddess, hold I on my will 
(Unless some mortal is especial shielded 
By a god) ; but rarely do I find 
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Within me hate to call for wrath like this ; 
For I love not to fill those sepulchres 
Whereof thou speak'st with some dark end in view.' 
Here, soberly, Athene spake with words : 

* I would not that a fate so hard should slay 
Mortals who err but slight, unknowingly, 

Or even those who without thought do sin — 
In truth, not I nor thou ! Such fate should be 
For deeper-coloured wickedness, such as 
I have to tell thee of.' 

* Then it hath passed 
The lattice of mine eye most stealthily. 
And surely 'scaped me 1 What, O Pallas, tell — 
What insolence hath wounded us so sore ?* 
Thus he to her. But she made answer wild : 

* O bridler of the wind-wrought seas in their 
Immensity — who guidest in their might 
The billows of the wallowing mounts of foam, 
Which own thy rule from one wide sea across 
To one wide other — 

Give me of thy great help to trample pride 
And overflowing haughtiness which long 
Hath called my threats a feint, a painted scare, 
And air-like empty with no base, nor aught 
But threat of helpless rage ! 
Let me but curb the roaring insolence 
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Which still I hear, nor hath done echoing yet ;— 
Unhaunt my ears ! . . . I would not, in sooth, 
Be lowered thus to ask of any god — 
Who am myself the giver of all things, 
Both wise and fair — once in a thousand years. 
Call up a storm, I pray thee, 
This very night or after, so 't shall strike 
The barge of (jennad ere it touch the land 
Of sea-defended Sardo. Let it fill 
All of his comrades with a sickening fear ; 
Let them view ministers of Death around. 
Walking all over, and writ in the foam 
Their coming end — no more I ask for them ; 
But to the master let black Fate be called. 
That he may dip his crest in Aides, 
And find confusion — where shall waste and die 
His boasted strength and beauty called rare, 
Wondrous, and surpassing mortal's lot — 
To spit and breed his venom harmlessly 
Beneath their feet henceforth in darkness meet, — 
And thus the crying world be freed thro* thee 1' 
She ceased, and King Poseidon said to her : 

* Tis meet that venger bear the venger's sword.* 

* Thro* thee comes my revenge, O king, — both mine 
And thine, — and for the honour of the gods 
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Who rule the world and these Olympian halls 
Unchanging, thou must hear !' 

At last, * Trust me,' 
He answered ; * I will walk the sea to-night, 
And bid my ministers go forth for thee, 
To fill the measure of thy vengeful will.' 
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IV. 

THE STORM BREWING. 

Swiftly the little bark now clove her way 
Before a Northern breeze. The seamen lounged 
In idle groups. Gylyppo, Gennad, and 
Narastabol, the brave shipmaster, stood 
At conversation in the foreship, while 
Narastabol was speaking to them twain : 

* Mightily favoured, look you, — we have done 
Wonders of sailing and quick navigation. 
Passing a many mile in little time. 

Ho, for a beauty clipper — ^give me this, 
111 float round Libya !' 

• Our wise men declare 
'Tis but an island ; and one might be bold, 
Passing the Western Pillars, to compass it ; 
Up the South Gulf and out to our ^Egean 
Some outlet finding here ' ; Gylyppo thus. 

* Good ! Then such voyage shall be my next What days 
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Think'st thou, good sir, 'twould use ?* 

* Thirty, maybe ; 
P'raps more.' The Captain then to Gennad turned : 

* Your grace,' he said, * good cheer ! Why gazest thus 
Upon yon distant clouds as tho' the like 

Did hold not on the salt as on dry land ?' 

* They do not stay,' the young Prince said ; * but see, 
A wind, tho' gentle, blows ihem on our trail, 

As if to catch us, and it seems they draw 
An army of black brethren on behind.' 

* Trust me, my lords ; give faith to these brave men, — 
We're lightly freighted — ye shall hide inside — 

And we will keep you out of corpses till 
Ye jump across this lap of distance, and 
Forget it all ashore. — Steady to port, there !' 

* Or are your thoughts, my lord,' Gylyppo asked, 

* Away in converse with what rarest sights 
We go to view in the sunny lands afore us, — 

People most strange, — birds, fruits, past seas unkeeled ?' 
Then Gennad turned his beauteous face to them : 

* I heard of all you spake — tho' little heed 
Did I bestow on what your converse turned. 
For, far away across the miles of waves, 

I saw yon little cloud appear and grow. 

As still it grows the more ; and it brought up 

A train of thoughts both strange and troubling. 



30 THE PROVING OF GEN NAD, 

Which I feel oft, and sometimes ponder on. 

For I have angered much the eternal gods, 

And much content would my destruction bring 

To some of those who hold the Olympian halls. — 

But tell me, you who know, most truthfully — 

What thinks experience of that driving band 

Of clouds which, like the keenest-scented hound, 

Are tracking our course over-restlessly ?* 

Thus Gennad. ' Be not moved,' the Captain said, 

* For little do I heed those few far clouds, 

Such as they are, my lord ; even if they grow 

And swell to smoky legions terribly. 

They will but drift beyond, or else be emptied 

Down on us here, to be a common thing 

That happens oft to every sailor-man. 

Pshaw ! let them burst and burst ; fear I would not, 

Sir noble-born, for clouds are nothing cruel, 

And storms upon the sea must be the lot 

Of every ship that sails it.* Thus he spoke. 

Said Gennad ; * Last night I heard the spirits — 
The spirits that sing in the air around 
When crises come, or danger, nigh to me ; 
And thus they sang — tho' telling what I know not — 
* " O, joy when the eve than the morning 
Is fairer — when lengthen the shadows — 
When its glory lives past the glad day ! 
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O, best are the joys won by evening, 

For they haste not for ever to leave thee, 

When the end doth shed peace over all !'* 

Thus it did seem.' 

Gylyppo drew to him. 

And pressed the arm of Gennad with his own : 

* Let me, thy friend, entreat thee, go, retire, 

And ease your mind from harrowing thoughts that rise 

From long unrest and being overwrought. 

Be brave, and all will well ; stay true to this ' 

* And but this hour — what thinkest thou, Gylyppo ? 
I heard this beauteous song. From whence fell it ? 
I take it, from the skies. It said : 

* " Peace be to thy small bark ; let rest be found, 

For others bear thy weariness around. 

Sleep, for thy keepers wake ; sweet trust be thine^ 

Immortals watch, thy guardians are divine !" 

This could I understand — and was't not fair ?* 

Their eyes fell. On the little deck they gazed ; 

Then Gennad went. 

Anon Narastabol 

Spake to the other : * See how yon clump of clouds 

Grows thick and low — bowlings to-night there will be 

And a mighty stirring of all things round us — 

Somewhat 'tis suddenly upon us. Look 1' 

* Peace be to the young master,' Gylyppo said ; 

* I fear not for myself.' 
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* No time shall I 
For fear or prayer ; loose ye a prayer or two, 
Signal the gods, while we work ropes and oars ; 
For ho, there be deities piteous and strong 
Above us — as we know who pass these ways ; 
Ho, ho, yes !* and here he whistled for the crew. 

* Piteous and strong or hateful and strong — they all 
Will wake to-night that watch us, man, if ever ; 
But may the good pull all the others over !' 
Gylyppo thus. Then soon the master spake : 

* Now get thee down, for I no sleep to-night 

{Tis only the calm still nights do find me sleeping). 

Tend to Lord Gennad. He doth sit this world 

Uneasily. That angel face ! — But here 

We'll keep him yet awhile for benediction 

On us and the earth — Now, men !' Gylyppo turned 

Below the deck, his thoughts in musing lost : 

* If we go hence to-night — if we go hence — 
Then what shall be ? . . . . 

'Tis good to be near such ! yet I say nothing 
For or against — who could say aught indeed ? 
Would I could think like thee, hope with thy hope. 
And thy life live ! for surely, Gennad, very. 
Like smoky torches to the golden moon — 
Such are my lights to thine T 

But high above 
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The night and day, within the blest Beyond 

From all called land or sea, with pity keen 

Watched Aphrodite down upon the ship ; 

And thus spake she of Gennad whom she loved : 

* Now Destiny looks hence and thence ! The time 

Is heavy fraught, with consequences vast. 

And freighted for afar. Each circumstance, 

Tho' seeming small, how great ! Now at full halt 

The wheel of Fate doth stand in airy balance, 

Waiting impulse from thee toward rarer scenes 

And far sky-climbing heights — or nethermore. 

Therefore be strong. Armed thou at every point, 

Remain the night-watch out ! Behold, the hour 

Of trial and keen proving is at hand. 

Outstand thy long watch out ! For the first time. 

Unknowing of the crisis he hath reached. 

He steps to meet his destiny alone — 

Alone to flinch or conquer, as must all ; 

And he knows not (tho' who shall tell him it ?) 

What interests are woven with these hours, 

Nor how the future's destinies shall all 

Be shaped and moulded on their frame to-day !' 
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V. 

FIRST TRIAL : THE STORM. 

Like some great eagle swooping from the skies 
Upon a nest of linnets — so the storm 
Soon after fell and smote the ship. Downward 
The winds came baying out from every star 
(Now void in hills of cloud, with all the blue) — 
Down from all quarters. Meeting the staggering deep, 
The scourging winds turn war upon themselves ; 
Backward and forth, confounded, each 'gainst each 
They fight, — then massed resistless one. Response 
The sea doth make, lifting its surges black 
Half Heaven high — then vast as Hades' maw 
Caverned to depths below. Boom I boom / doth ring 
From air ; boom ! boom ! incessant roar from main — 
A long dull sound. The swamping billows rose 
And swayed and fell, the ship groaned in her timbers, 
Both mast and firm-laid joints and stays ; she creaked 
And groaned again, seeming about to part 
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Asund'. Neath weight of rushing seas she dived ; 
Then up once more. 

The jagged lightning flashed 
And gleamed, and split the narrow gloom around, 
Turning the night to day, then day to night, 
And night to light as fast, showing the waves 
Monstered up right and left about the ship 
As tall as cities. 

But see, the mast is loose ! 
* Cut yon streaming sail which bears us over !' 
Thus cried Narastabol, who at the helm 
Did stand with one brave other, bound with ropes. 
Half drowned and stifled, to the stern. But lo. 

No man would dare Bravo ! At last 

Gennad hath made his way, crept up the mast 
The windward side, dinging for life or death. 
Cut the torn sail-piece whipping in the gale, — 
And half a furlong flew the dangling thing 

Away ! And then 

There came such awful blast — O, sound as if 
The heavens burst above them ! Scarcely now 
Do the flaming skybrands cease to pour their light 
O'er the white sea ; 'tis light incessantly — 
Light without cease, and one white woe round all. 
And then that roar again, gilding the ship 
Mid the red-gilded sea, stunning the brain, 

3—2 
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Making the heart leap, and lie cold as stone. 

Again. Again. The very tempest seems 

To quail beneath the wind ! The blare above 

Out soundeth that below. Gods, give us help — 

The waves are like a plain crushed down I A moment — 

The quivering ocean pressed a moment lies, 

Then in their strength the crouching waves resurge. 

And back in leaden mountains hurl themselves 

Upon the sky ; and, mixed in briny rain. 

From its low fathomless bed upheaved beneath, 

Do pluck and toss the very shell-dust high 

In Heaven's face ! 

The seamen all were down, 
The men were fled below the hatch, where they 
Lay on the rocking floor, while some did pray, 
Each one unto his god : some speechless prone ; 
While others jeered at death come nigh. 

Still on ! 
Faster still onwards drives the fiery blast, 
Bearing all it before — swifter than Ares 
Unto the fray. (The bark how lives she yet ? 
What leagues are passed ! How kept before the wind ?) 
The scene's whole borders move and rock ; — and yet 
No eye doth gaze upon the yesty foam, 
No sight doth peer from out the hollow ball 
With which the rout doth play. In Heaven's hand 
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They wait — wait but for this or that to be — 

Helpless at Mercy's gate, the Bountiful, 

The Strong whereto we pray — and thus was borne 

The ship and they that lived in her, alive 

In raving chaos, alive within a tomb ! 

• • • • • 

Steadfast for twice three hours their vessel stayed, 
And safely drove before that utmost storm ; 
And at the helm Narastabol had watched 
Thro' all that speechless travail, tall and grand, 
Like some tall pine on Ida's mountain swayed 
By the night-wind upon its path from star 
To star. Thus faithful stood Narastabol. . 
He heard the close waves snap around his fieet. 
And saw his vessel like a spindle turned, 
But stood, firmer than all around him, — 
There, by the rudder stayed with osier bands, 
Braving it to the end. But when they came 
To him again, his spirit thence was gone. 




SECOND AffD THIRD TRIALS: LABOUR AND BASE 
— THE ISLE OF LOVE. 

' The bravest sleep early; and they who are most weary 

Go first to rest ! 

. But what may be this land, 
Gylyppo, we sight yonder P Sure it is 
A welcome sight to this our battered boat, 
Which labours heavily.' Thus Gennad spake. 
(The sea was calm again, the sun shone out.) 
' I know not welt,' Gylyppo answered him ; 
' It is some island, and methinks 't may be 
The isle of Naphe, called the Isle of Love, 
Where in my youth I wasted many a month 
In idleness.' 

■ It is not Sardo f 

'Nay — 
That land, my lord, lies distant further yet 
By many days. — Thou bear'st a charmM life I 
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Never such tempest broke these gentle seas, 

As yesternight lay on us — wonder is 

We live to speak of it — most marvellous/ 

(He gazed on him.) ' Nathless refit the ship 

We must. The gale hath cracked her, and the men 

Bale water half their time ; — this by your leave ?' 

* Give Heaven his due ! — Thou now (alas, brave soul !) 
Our captain art. Make we the nearest shore, 

Then thence as fast as may be ; for, O friend. 
Thou know'st what labour waits my hand at Sard 3 — 
Till then no whit of rest or joy I find me.' 

* Neither, sire, I. And I believe they all 
Who man this ship do love you faithfully.* 
Gylyppo to his duty turned. The men 
Were passing buckets gaily. Gennad mused : 
* The Isle of Love — is this the Isle of Love, 
Whose tawdry fame hath reached unto the height 
Of noble heroism, in far lands ? 

Where many a Greek his country hath forgot ; 
Where many a gallant soul hath shorn his strength 
or life, and manhood's nobleness ; and feats 
Of skill, and nature's husbandry, the sword 
Of war, the hunter's spear — hath cast to rust 
On the quicksandy shore? Would that we need 
No closer draw to thy ill-sweetness, nor 
No nearer favour thee ! But now the time 
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Demands.' ...... 

Three hours thereafter next it was. 
But look — what sight ? Who dance the siren shore 
Ungirded in the sunlight ? and what song, 
Enchanting, sweet, and beautiful, comes o*er. 
So golden beckoning ? Behold a band 
Of lithsome youths and tiptoe fairy maids 
Did beat the sand to some glad measure, while 
The rest, fair nymphs, tossed their dishevelled hair 
Like mermaids, from the water, waved their arms, 
Waking fresh music from the shady woods. 
And thus did sing : 

* Sweet seems the present — sweet let it remain ! 
The joys of youth, while yet ye may, 

Come drink — not yet the fatal day, 
Hath dawned for thee and me ! 

* The sea hath storm, the land is ever fair. 
Come dance with us, while yet you may. 
Sweetly the nights and days away, 

Nor trust no more the sea 1 

* For here no age doth stay. 
But youth doth ever play ; 

To cares that are to be give yet no heed. 
No law have we but love. 
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No king own we but Love ; 

Leave for the future's thought the future's need. 

Come, for the sea hath error, 

And war hath many a terror 3 

Come, drink forgetfulness, and drown your soul 

In Lethe's stream awhile !' 

* We have some duty for you — bold, my men,' 
Gyljrppo said, — * will fill your wallets. Bring 
The ship to ground, the further side the isle ; 
Not here : and when the work is done we'll sail. 
To us this is an interdicted place. 
And none who mix with yonder crowd return.' 

Upspoke then one — spoke all in answer to him : 

* Forgive us, master ; how can mortal longer 
Stay on the wild deep out with such a song 
In 's ears, and this fair paradise in view ? 
Nay, land with us yourselves, our kings to be 
In this fair spot, so 't please you, gracious to 
Your own and our sea-weariness.' 

But soon, 
Gylyppo drew to Gennad with this word — 
(And both their minds were filled with anxious care) : 

* The men mean landing here — they will not stay; 
They breathe enchanted air ; surcharged they are. 
(Have I not drunk it till it wearied me ?) 
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Speak to them ; come with me. In vain I've called 
Hellas to mind, departure for their homes, 
Bid them think on their wives and little ones 
Far off ; but madness fills them. Come thou, try — 
Offer them gold,^ 

' Alas, this siren music 
Which does not cease (Zeus send them deafness 1) — worse 
Than the fatal knell of dead Narastabol — 
It heralds us ill !* — Unto the mutiny 
With outstretched hand he came, and earnest words 
Of country, home, and glad return told he. 
And of the islet cursed by the gods 
Before their gaze. Gylyppo, standing by 
The prince's side, next thuswise spoke for him : 
* Ye men who call me master — who with help 
Of wind and oar did faithful bring us far. 
By Zeus and Aphrodite this prince swears 
If he give not to each true sailor with him 
{He'll sell his lands, he'll sell this freighted bark) 
A hundred pieces each when we touch shore 
At Argos, cut him limb from limb, aye, slay him 
And take it for yourselves. Such is his word 
To you — your witness I. So now let's hence 
To dock ; bring forth the tools — none harder shall . 
Work with you than the son of Gelanor. 
Come, Argives ! — which thing done — Above, behold. 
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The very Heavens, loving those who walk 
The ways of virtue-M:urbing the stalwart winds 
To harness for us, shall unship your oars, 
That ye may rest, to watch your vessel fly, 
As never arrow shot from Cretan bow. 
Strait to her mark before yon moon grows old !' 

Thus he persuaded them. A shore was sought 
Secluded — where for many days with them 
Toiled Gennad till the ship was strong. But first 
A pyre they built with many a withered branch. 
Whereon they laid the master seaman's corse 
(For land had been espied when him they found). 
The flames shot up ; the smoke filled all the place ; 
Rich barks and odours too they burned. At last 
The rites were done ; and Gennad turned more swift 
To work, and often spoke the men, because 
The dwellers of the isle sought day by day 
To turn them from their sailing purpose. 

Once 
Quoth Gennad to Gylyppo, as he saw 
The sweet endeavours of the free sprites fail 
And fail again : * How can I ask thee stay 
And longer join thy fate to mine, this voyage 
Pursuing to its unknown limit, while 
Youth and this time is thine ? Lo, these poor wights 
Do work for gold, and I for hope — but thou 
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For none of these. Thou hast no creed to live ; 
With me 'tis different. Once was I foretold 
To be immortal ('tis years and years ago), 
And, in that presage, I have writ my name 
(Whether to stick or fall) beyond the spheres, 
My bound nowhere 'twixt yonder fires and us 
Have set. The future holds my joys, Gylyppo, 
And hope, past all (e'en this their sweet persuading) 
Complete so fully hath enraptured me, 
That I hear only you, ye voices borne 
From spaces vast and Heavenly ! But thou, 
Whom virtue only leadeth — how greater thou 
Than us, how nobler far than all !' Thus he. 

* What place, my lord ?' Gylyppo asked of him. 

* As old traditions tell, 'fore the great Flood, 

A clime or spot there was which man did habit. 
And never broke the gods' commands — a place 
Where cruelty was not, nor fear, nor death. 
Nor pain, nor bloody war — there may be such 
E'en yet. What thinkest thou ? To me 't seems thus 
Can man pluck one and both the crimson flower, 
And that which fruits from it — the golden ball ? 
It cannot be.' 

* My lord, for me thou speak'st 
In parables too deep ; but this I know : 
Should I now leave, how would these sailors thine 



A XV"^ 



SECOND AND THIRD TRIALS. 45 

Tarry to man thee from this isle ? Sure, this 

Would weigh the doubtful balance down, and they 

To their distempered dreams would hasten. Or, 

Say hence ye sail — I love not to think how, 

Out on the desert and uncitied waters. 

Far from the land and from the eyes of men, 

Naught *twixt thy gentleness and their fierce ways 

Should stand between. How could I leave thee so ? 

Here is my place, my joy lies at thy side. 

Thy welfare making mine, and these thy trials 

Mine. Do not I love thee ? Thou art half a girl ; 

Thy girlish beauty and thy gentle ways 

Need a strong arm. (This cramped and blistered hand. 

Like to thine own with labour, bears me truth.) 

Beseech me not to part till one of us 

Shall sleep the slumber unrecordable.* 

* Then never be it, tho' the sun have smiled 
His last on each of us ! O friend, dear one. 
What heaven owneth thee but lent thee me ? 
And what rare native star leftist thou, that I 
Might lean on sterner stay than iron ? Enough, 
Enough ! — we go ' (his eyes were wet with tears) 

* Ever together to one destiny !' 

At last they safely left the fateful shore 
With not one missing from the vessel's crew. 
And held their course to Southward steadily. 
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FOURTH TRIAL: PAJN--THE PIRATES' CHASE. 

' Ye mounting valleys and ye waning hills, 
Cease but to tell me this/ thus Gennad sang, — 
* What deeps ye hide, what royal caves unknown ; 
What bowers to linger in, fields to explore ; 
What many homes, all peopled, out the world ; 
What nameless cities ride we o'er to-day ; 
What gardens, tended by what people strange, 
Whose breezes are soft ocean currents only. 
And waters all their air ? Wondrous new world 
Haste we now past and yet know nothing of, 
Where low the dank sea-mosses e'er blow green, 
Where ocean flowers outstrip the glory of 
The land, unseen ; and hide steep crags and burrows 
With fishy plants and berried weeds o* gold ! 
Under this sunny seascape all ! ... . But alas ! 
What bones of men ; what treasure lost lies here ? 
Thy tales will ne'er be told, old river Ocean. 
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Brave deeds, thou know'st a many, silent ever \ 
Brave sights, now over-watered, quenched and stilled, 
Leaving no traces here — both born and dead 
In the remembrance of thy martyred sons !' 

They had not quit the isle by many hours, 

And with a gallant breeze were making way, 

Sail being set and all things favourable. 

When, close behind and bearing 'cross the stern. 

Appeared a strange vessel, greater as to size 

Than Gennad's boat, low in the water laid. 

Well manned she seemed ; a dusky swarm looked out ; 

Twelve oars, besides the sail, did urge them on ; — 

Gennad had eight alone. The Egyptian turned, 

(For such she was) her course to follow straight 

In the other's track. A voice rose from behind : 

* Halt ye in peace, or we do strike you down !' 

At the low word, with well-trained readiness, 

The Greeks sprang to the oars. The little bark 

Leapt almost from the stream. Well built was she, 

Narrow and light, yet strong, the pride of all. 

The wind blew fresh ; and none knew no such sailer 

On the seven seas. 

In one uncurving line 
The prows were set, both straight before the wind. 
Inch after inch the distance grew between. 
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And never a sound rose up from either board, 

And never a word was spoke by man to man. 

* Never a Greek shall yield 1 Onward or die — 

Onward for home and country ; on till the sun 

Lights longer land nor sea ! This moonless night 

Shall hide us soon. Forward, brave seaborn sons ! 

And every stroke brings liberty T Thus wise 

Gylyppo cheered his men. With anxious face 

At helm he stood. His eyes upon the mast, 

With careful hand he held the sails to wind. 

Well filled they drew ; they bulged and never slacked, 

A long straight line streaking the foam behind 

Right to the other ship. And so time passed. 

At last 

The Greeks 'gan weary at the oars, for they 

Were few. * We beat them man for man, but they 

Are twelve to eight, have changed their rowers twice, 

And thus come strongly on, while we grow tired.' 

Such Gennad*s thoughts, and then he cried aloud : 

' Yet never fear, the gods are for their own ! 

The bastioned Heavens shall approve themselves. 

Louder than any trumpet of the seas 1 

The helping deities but wait, for us, 

Their opportunity — Witness the storm T 

And with Gylyppo he fell to the oar. 

Two men releasing. 
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Now the wind rose, now lulled ; 
And when it rose, the keel of Gennad shot 
Before ; and when it fell, the long black oars 
Behind came labouring up and almost joined 
Beak unto stern. How did the following ship 
Curse the strong breeze and long for naught but calm 
(That both might make their speed by oar alone), 
The other hailing each fresh gust with joy 
As saving, swiftly bearing them away ! 

And now go hark ! Hoarse voices sound behind, 
A solemn chant, of nigh-grasped victory — 
The pirates at their death-song 1 

The light shoots 
From the creaking oars — swifter they strike the wave 
As faster pants the song ! Again ! again ! 
That wail behind, it bellows in our ears. 
To which the oars 

Keep equal stroke — 'tis borne upon the wind 
Like death. Once more ! Oh, on ! Well done — we gain ! 
Forward / that cry beats thro' the raucous air. 
Ye gods, how fast she forges on ! See how 
She almost bites our stern ! How will her crew 
Leap on our board ! On, on, yet on, good Greeks ! 
* Would we had stayed where yesterday we lay, 
'Twas good enough !' Thus one spake low, and none 
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Said yea or nay, for none did answer him. 

Then Gennad rose and stood among his men 

(Not a man was on deck, none even at the helm. 

But every soul at fiery work below), 

His (ace all white, his eyes like gleaming steel. 

The hot sweat pouring from his trembling limbs — 

And raised his hands to Heaven : * Ye gods above 

Who view us in our dire necessity, 

Send help ! send wind ! we perish.' Words had he 

For no more. 

Then with a great and sudden shout 
Gyljrppo cried : * Like fools we perish when 
Tis saved we are ! Half of you up with me — 
They cannot follow us against the wind T 
He leaped to deck, 'companied by half the crew, 
The prince sprang to the helm, the sails were turned. 
And the trim boat swung round, — a moment more. 
Went heading off in new direction, luffed. 
Diving and bowing, but with faithful course 
Three points beside the* wind ! 

The other turned ; 
Slowly she rounded up into the breeze 
But to fall off to leeward (her square sail 
Allowed no shaping either way, firm fixed, 
Made but for breeze behind). Again she strove 
To beat about, then drifted off once more ; 
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She rowed oh one side only, churning her lee 

Foamy ; but vain it was to seek the track 

Of Gennad's craft. And then the war-song ceased 

All suddenly, and angry shouts arose, 

And swarthy faces gleamed, and in a shower 

Their arrows raked our vessel. Then began 

A mighty chase of thews and sinews, for 

Down came the sail furled on her deckway, and 

Lo, sbcteen oars winged the black Egypt's sides ! 

Madly they spurned the water ; faster as 

They drove the ship, the wind their mighty stroke 

Annulled, — while all the mean rowed Gennad's men 

At easy time, holding their distance well. 

Soon at the word again the Greeks drew oar 

And ceased to row, made tack, splitting the wind 

Afresh. Quickly 'twas done, then off once more ! 

The Egyptian turned to follow, but when she 

Was fairly bouted, the little bark lay far 

Beyond her hope ; and cheer on cheer came back 

Till ear could hear no more. At last she turned 

And mastered fled before the opposing wind. 

But sad, what fate ! When that fell shower flew round, 
A dart struck Gennad — pierced him in the thigh, 
A ragged arrow. On the deck he lay 
And sorely moaned while it with force was drawn 
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From him, while burst the blood around. All night 

He waked in pain, Gylyppo tending him ; 

And every man on board with ready hand 

Brought of fresh water from his little store 

Which they did drink, to bathe young Gennad's wound, 

For him they loved. It turned to fever. Soon, 

The mind inflamed, wild visions came to him ; 

His world did teem — the very ship did walk 

With supermortal elements in hosts 

Of dreamland creatures which the mind brings forth. 

Creating myriads of such fearful sprites 

As would alarm themselves ; phantoms hot-faced. 

By moaning music led, with javelins eyed 

Which shot before, and deadly dumb inch-creepers, 

And dank chill sliding feetless walkers, which 

Broke thro' the air to him and chased him fled 

Over the monstered sea ! They slipped and glared 

Around in myriads, by him alone 

Discerned in that sad fever, he alone 

Battling the self-created, hideous spell ; 

And past they flew from sea to land, and * Land ' 

Was all they cried. 

He lay and let them pass him 
Like to a wave. And then at last came rest. 

Meanwhile the course drew nigh to Libya, 
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Along which coast for many days they ran, 

And many cities saw they. All sped well. 

At length the vessel touched the land they sought ; 

The sun smiled from the height ; the voyage was done, 

(The town and port of lole 'twas called) — 

And one by one, with hungry gaze, the men 

Prepared to leap upon the land's dry firm. 
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VIII. 
FIFTH TRIAL: REVERENCE, 

But strange ; 'twas as tho' night lay on the shore ! 

(What mystery this ?) 

For silence seemed some evil charm to cast 

On all the burdened region. Voice nor sound 

From coast nor sea did rise. No life appeared 

Of man or living creature. Solitude 

Reigned everywhere ! 

* Whence comes this stillness keen. 
And wherefore it,' cried Gennad, wondering, 
* That none do greet us from the joyful shore ?* 
Then spake a sailor thus : ' This is the feast 
Of Knephatal, wherein no man nor vessel 
May move within these waters for four days ; 
While on the shore no man nor beast may bear 
Burden four days and nights, — such the decree 
Of the gods above ; the feast had scarce begun 
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When we touched harbour.' Then Gennad smote his 

hands, 
And bade the mariners respect the gods 
That ruled these shores, nor thro' the sacred feast 
Move past the bound of the vessel's side, save one 
Who might fetch water. 

Night came, and morning dawned. 
Shoreward they gazed again ; the surf did beat 
Invitingly ; the land was all around. 
Houses with pillars, empty, silent all ; 
And seven seamen sought where Gennad lay 
Counting the slowly pacing hours. From him 
They prayed permission to defy the gods 
In this decree, most slight and trivial. 
And leave the ship. He bade them patient be, 
Brought forth for them a cask of crimson wine 
With which to while the aimless interval. 
And they departed with it joyfully, 
To plant a tent on deck. 

Twelve hours more passed. 
The space was small ; a burning wind blew o'er, 
And visions rose before him of the joys 
Ashore, where one might stretch the ship-cramped limbs, 
Of Nature's bounties taking plenteously — 
And heavy grew that waiting. Then he thought 
Of the strange quest for which he to this place 
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Had journeyed far, and how the hour was near 

On which did hang his destiny and all 

The issues of the coming years. His soul 

Burned to be up and doing, thus to cease 

The dim suspense that cloaked the nights and days. 

Little judged he that now the very while 

Another test as searching lay on him ! 

And all the time stood Aphrodite near 

Unseen, her face with hope now lit, now pained 

With earnest fear ; and this she only said : 

* Now he by patience yet may conquer all. 

Patience doth conquer every evil and 

Each sore temptation, when the mind is swept 

By inward sieging fire !' Thus she watched, 

As representative of all the gods, 

And, most of all, of those who ruled these shores. 

Whose honour was so faithful being served 

By him — but hour by hour more wearily; 

And thus she cried : * As yet the will stands firm. 

But sullenly. Would that some prayer would rise 

From Gennad in this hour of sorest trial. 

When burns his bosom with impatience, when 

Rebellions clamour inwardly — some prayer 

m 

For strength and patience which bring victory, 
That I might hear and answer it, or bear it 
Swift to the throne of Zeus, who loves to hear T 
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The cirew re-entered : * Lord, like one like all, 
Our feet do hunger for the land. Tis told 
How men before have braved this curse and lived, 
Have landed safely in this holy feast, 
And waited not as we thus wearily ; — 
Two days remain.' 

Gylyppo then came near : 
' Stay faithful thou to what thou deemest right ; 
Sir, thou know'st best. I cannot counsel thee 
As to what may just and what may impious be ; 
But be not moved by these thy underlings ; 
The ship is thine, and they shall wait thy word. 
Or I will shoot them down with mine own hand' 

* Leave me then, now,' quoth Gennad ; and alone 
Once more he was. He paced the narrow floor 
Forward and back. 

But now, tho' firm the Will 
Thus far, and Duty ruling all, the Mind 
Grew weak with struggle, and he reasoned thus — 
(It was the false assuming of the foes 
Which hate us most — a lying voice that comes 
When victory is near) — and he said naught 
When thus it spake : * Thy case is not like others ; 
Exemption justly will be made for thee ; 
'Twill be permitted thee to cross the line 
To-day ; this once thy custom break, nor fear 
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The gods, for they, know well, will pardon thee 
To-day !' — And restless still he paced the floor. 

Then Reason yielded, and the struggle ceased, 
The Will decided boldly for the wrong ; 
A fierce and sudden joy the Senses filled. 
He plucked a cord — then, fearing room for thought. 
Rushed to the deckway, and * Ashore " he cried, 
* Ashore, ye trusty followers of the gods, 
And trusty followers mine ! we've waited long — 
Now land we all together. Praise the gods. 
And come with me to the sacrifice.' 

They gazed 
A moment at him ; — then, with joyful cries 
And cheering loud and lusty heard afar, 
Ran to the vessel's side. With hardy leap 
Some sprang to land, while others clambered by 
The rope which bound to shore ; some to the boat 
Lowered themselves, and thus did quit the ship. 
But Gennad, as he hasted to the side. 
Fell, struck his head and swooned, and so lay there — 
(What hand unseen had dealt that strangest blow ?) 
Gylyppo ran to him. Then standing, he cried 
To the sailors : ' Men, in two days back to us — 
Each one of you, good Greeks — let no man fail \ 
You'll find us here, for here shall we remain 
Till then. Two days are yours, and then the prince 
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Will land. Remember your good ship, and this 
Your chief, and me, your captain !' To which they 
All shouted back : * Right gladly, sir, we will !' 

And thus these things did happen and were wrought. 
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IX. 

GENNAD PREPARES TO FULFIL HIS QUEST, 

When the full time was out the men returned, 
And then the two did land. 

Bidding them keep 
Watch on the ship, Gylyppo and the son 
Of Gelanor now turned their steps inland. 
That day they went, until at eve they reached 
An old man's hut deep in the forest. Him 
They hailed. He bade them in, and gave them food, 
Which after he did sit and speak with them. 
* How goes the war with Troy — an ye be Greeks ?* 
The old man asked. ' Long is 't sin* I spoke men.' 
— * 'Tis ceased ten years, and longer. This brave youth, 
Our prince, was bornfsince it began ; myself 
Stood 'mong the youngest at the fall' To which 
Gennad did add ; * All of our chiefs are back 
Save wise Ulysses. I have heard them tell 
Of the long siege — the wooden horse — and how. 
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At last, her smoke did plead to Heaven's doors ; 
And now great Ilium is no more/ 

Then next 
Gennad made known to him his task, and what 
Lay on him for performance in that isle. 
* It me repenteth ye have come so far,' 
The old man said, and sadly smiled, * for more 
Have sought this deed than I can well remember, 
All having failed, slain unto death themselves — 
And wit ye well' But when he further heard 
Of all that chanced upon the voyage so strange. 
And how 'twas met, * My fair son,' said he, * thou 
It is, as I perceive, shalt win in this. 
The maker of the mountains guerdon thee ! — 
Only be strong like hitherto. Now I 
Will give thee best how to proceed. Sir knight, 
(I only talk thee that which oft I've heard) 
This shalt thou do. Thy friend must bide with me 
Whiles thou go'st one day's journey farther on ; 
Follow this stream to where its waters rise, 
And there, the fastness of the hills about thee. 
Sing to thy lyre. Thou hast it not ? — then trust 
Thy voice alone. The hydra knows such odes 
Full well ; — betimes she'll issue forth to meet thee ; 
Leave not thy sword behind. Touch not, nor heed 
Her shape — which is but feigned and false as air. 
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The oracle then list you. 'Ware her wiles ; 
Love not, but forthwith slay her, pitying not. 
Bide three days at the least. Wilt thou do this ?* 

* Gladly I will,' said Gennad, * most kind sir. 
Yet how can I say gladly? — slay a woman ! 
My arm is weak, but — ah me ! strong enough 
For this.' 

* Believe it not,' he answered : * she 
Is not as seemeth — naught of human born — 
Shape, form alone. But thou shalt rest thy full 
In my poor hut, if thee it please th to ; 
Thereafter I will give thee wayfare meat ; 
I and thy friend, this knight, will tarry here.' 

The next day Gennad said : * Sir, have I now 
Your leave to take my journey ?* 

* This thou hast,' 
The old man answered. Then forthwith 
Gylyppo took the prince's sword, and tried 
Its spring and temper ; next he whetted it. 
Till grew the line of edge too fine for sight. 

* Weak is thine arm with sickness — then,' said he, 

* Be doubly keen thy blade ! 'twill bear thee out, 
And on strange food two nights ere this of sun 
The vultures will be ravening.' This spake he 
With cheerful tones, tho' heavily his heart 

Beat with foreboding. *Nay, wit ye 'tis not strength 
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Of arm, but of the mind,' the woodman said, 

* That thee shall save and safe return to us 
Anon ! So now farewell. Speed thee — 
Speed thee the builder of the hills !' 

* Our eyes 
Will watch for thee by day, and when 'tis dark, 
Piercing the gloomy forest far and wide, 
Till thou com'si back our light shall burn all night 
For thee \ and take to thee what strength is thine 
From all of earthly skill and steadfast arm 
As thou hast learned — and from those mights above 
Which succour thee, so do.' (The hour came back 

When Gennad's prayer rose thro' the pirates' song.) 

* Farewell, dear prince ; would I might company !' 
Gylyppo thus, his face in musings lost ; 

He clasped his hand ; Gennad embraced them both ; 
A moment more, and he was hid from view 
In the dark glades. 

. • ■ . . 

Two days Gylyppo waited. 
Then, 'spite the old man's warnings, started up 
The left bank of the silent stream, to meet 
His friend's return. 
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X. 

SECOND DESIGN OF A THENE : ZANDROPIS HIRED, 

As hath been told afore, 
Pallas Athene bore a deadly hate 
For Gennad and his city. Having failed 
Thus far to work him mischief, now she dreamed 

Another plot accurst ; for in the breast 
Of King Norbar, who half the Sardian isle 
Did rule, she stirred a passion vehement. 
Causing him work for the destruction of 
This Argive son. Wake now, thou deep design 
Of his hate-sweating heart — swiftly be turned 
To act as black ! Mark now the following : 

* A very rough and graceless creature, truly, my master ; 
but, haply for us, the most ready and ungodmastered 
hob as ever drew from wine-skin. Will suit us highly !' 

These words ye hear, the utterance they of one. 
The freedman Purrias, who served Norbar 
By counsel, and who wrought his secret will. 
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Then enters Zandropis before them twain, 

A goodly churl and stalwart, fierce of gaze. 

One whom report had not belied, it seemed 

(From what fell afterwards), declaring him 

A tool most meet for handling villainy. 

The freedman fixed his wizened face upon 

The brawny stranger's front, tho' not with eye 

To eye ; and closing cautiously the door, 

Demanded what his trade and skill might be. 

Quoth Zandropis : * I've picked on every trade — 

Built houses, engines, barrels, trumpets, boats, 

Wooden and stone gods of all shapes and sizes. 

And pulled them down; owned ships and sailed in 

them. 
Steered them, wrecked them, and been wrecked in them. 
I've fought the sea, fought men, beasts, and diseases, 
I'dug the ground for metal and for grain. 
Deserts and highlands roved, drunk horses' blood 
'Mong Scythians, feasted on the Libyan lion — 
Why, talk of it ! I've even been a priest 
And did kindle sacrifice all day, sirs, 
And prophesy and swear by the stars all night. 
Till I could barely see the moon. And now 
I am a knife-grinder and harness-maker 
In peaceful Sardo, at your services ; 
Aye, aye, my lord, and also 
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(Long keep thy head !) I can do, with the rest, 
Diverse things unparticular !* 

The two 
Did wondering gaze j then, at his master's sign, 
And counting of the gold a pouch contained. 
With low voice spake the freedman : ' Bold my friend. 
We bid you to a mission which will earn you 
The most outlasting thanks o' this side Hades, 
And this rich premium here of gold besides. 
If you will aye to it Good henchman, speak ; 
You sure have heard 
Of Gennad, son to Gelanor — he soon 
From here doth sail for Argos, as we've learned. 
And now doth seek him out a trusty pilot 
To guide him thither safe j for being such 
An evil light — as half the world doth know — 
He would fain live for ever and not die. 
So we propose that you go offer him 
Your services, and boast of all you've done 
In that your line, and your experience. 
And make him take you as his chosen guide.' 
' Somewhat most easy that !' said Zandropis. 

* Then, mate,' thus he resumed with crafty tone, 

* Much lies at your discretion — yonder yourself 
And Gennad i' the same boat ! What more wish ? 
Some blustering night will suit, when he alone 
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Is taking of your company — o'erboard 
He falls — ha, ha ! Back to us then sail you, 
While here's the money crying to be paid 
Unto yourself soon as your duty's done. 
So saith the king here.' 

* What ?' quoth Zandropis, 

* Is he — this musket-hawk, this young witsnapper — 
That master rogue ye have delivered him ? 
Dragons ! then we make two/ 

* Fiend !' shouts Norbar. — 

* Our oath for it, or nothing ! now decide, 
For we do know another who would jump 
Out of his dirt at the mere prospect of 
Such a gold harvest as weVe offered you.' 
Thus Purrias. 

Half they paid him down. He swore ; 
Both parties swore them true men. And, left alone. 
The chieftain to his freedman turned with words : 

* This hate within me, growing continually, 
Doth shoot throughout the cordage of my veins. 
Till I can yield my ease, my gold, my life 

To satisfy its ravings 1' 

Purrias : * All 
Is prospering, my good lord ; already now 
The plot doth settle to fulfilment' Thus 
These things were spoke and wrought by them that day. 
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SIXTH TRIAL : THE GORGON SLAIN, 

Turn we now to Gylyppo. Up the stream 
He steadfast made his way, where fallen trunks, 
And rocks, and mire, and creeping vines deterred ; 
And heavier grew his spirit as he went. 

* Would I had never left him thus !' he said. 
Forward he pressed ; the stream got smaller, less 
And less its force, its babblings growing fainter 
As it rose ; while footprints on the soil 

He sought to trace, or tendrils thrust aside. 

* Would I had stayed by him !' he cried again. 
At last, returning all in haste, the prince 

Was spied. How blanched his cheek, his dress how 

torn ! 
Wilder his eyes than roe's. Greatly rejoiced 
Gylyppo then when Gennad drew to him. 

* Now by the very grace of Heaven, comrade,: — 
Is it thyself ? If so (I'm full of spells) 
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Come shake me by the hand. Aye well I aye well ! 
Praise to the gods for this, — and likewise that 
Which I be from ! What, man? — kindly didst thou 
Thus hie to meet me. How left you that old soul 
In 's hut ? He*s too become our friend, and shall . 
Live in our friendship. How far 's his cabin now ? 
Let us make speed ! 'Tis an outlandish place, 
Disordered and unnatural, nigh out the world — 
Not far, I'm thinking, from the region of 
Ill-spell.' Thus he spake fast. Gylyppo said : 

* First of th yself — thy fortune afterwards. 
My lord ? Thy life is better than thy sword, 
Which thou, I note, hast left.' 

* Retake it, sir, 
I dared not, and 'tis there embedded where 
It struck. Gods, gods ! what work it was, Gylyppo, 
To drag them by the hair ! Headlong them both 
In the cavern I cast loose, nor ever heard 
Them drop. (Maybe its lower keep was shut 
By the great ocean's water-gate ! What think'st ? 
Or did it lead to further depths of fire ? 
Perchance it had no bottom ; or was it 
Some portal for foul spirits to our earth ?)' 

* Nay, Gennad, nay — ^let's hark along,' quoth he ; 

* Yonder full soon well see the hut light shining, 
Where thou shalt tell me alL It matters not. — 
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These woods lie very dark i* the day, do not ? 
Tis hours from sundown yet' 

' Rest we then — No ; 
Better to haste along, and I will lean 
Upon thy stalwart arm. — Gylyppo, thou 
Such mountains never sawest in our land 
As loom behind you. Peak on peak, and height 
On height, against the sun, which seemed to shut 
The gentle daylight out for evermore. 
There's where I Ve been long lonely hours and hours. 
(Why me ! the terror sweat is on me still.) 
I spoke to Zeus, who watcheth everywhere. 
And drew my blade, wandering and singing lays 
Meanwhile. And then full soon I saw her — or 
Shall I say it f — with these bald eyes indeed 
I viewed that shape. A most seducing shade 
It was wherein she lay. She beckoned me ; — 
My very grist did mutiny at the sight ! 
What work to come by my sword 1 for who could slay 
So fair ? when haply then that moment I — 
My glance fell where a corse lay half devoured. 
A gallant was it, dressed in the plumes of love, 
And flowers 'bout his poor head. 
Then, — then the rest. Tis over now. (How far 
Said'st to the cabin ?) But her face in death — 
No longer beauteous, glared and leered like some 
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Most hideous gargoyle's. 'Yond belief 'twas changed. 
The lips were hung with fangs, the hands grew claws, 
And white loathed leprosy on all ! — But say 1 
Where is this place? Is 't Sardo? and, if so. 
What makes us here ? I dreamed we had a voyage 
('Twas but a dream, I know) 
Harassed and long.' 

At this Gylyppo stopped, 
And bent his back, and took young Gennad on 
Without a word. His black locks clustered round 
The prince's arms, as. swiftly him he bore 
Thro' briars and weeds, and noisome streams, nor 

paused, 
Space after space, for horrid barking sounds 
Which seemed to yelp from every cleft and cave. 
Until at length the woodman's hut was seen. 
And the old man met them with both hands, and them 
Did welcome back, glad tears within his eyes. 
Thus was 't with them in Sardo's far-off isle. 

Suffice it to pass o'er the days they spent 

At the woodman's, when with rest Gennad grew strong ; 

The counsels that he gave them of more trial 

To come, according to the oracle, 

Tho' surely now the worst was vanquished ; nor 

How he refused to leave his land ; nor of 
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The gifts they gave in parting from him. — So 
They got them to the harbour once again, 
Where Zandropis was waiting. Him they saw, 
Him they engaged (for truly they had sought 
A sailing-master) ; and as he came out 
From presence, Gennad's voice rang cheerily : 

* Then thou shalt steer me past the islands, friend. 
Reef after reef, with many a point that jut 

L ike daggers out the sea, at two days hence ; 

So ready hold thyself upon the shore.' 

He ceased, this adding to himself : * When gold 

Shall count for every finger he will strive 

With his best skill ' (poor trusting one !). Whereon 

He joined his knight : * Is the thing done, Gylyppo, — 

This quest, I say — the deed imposed on me. 

And stand I free ?' 

*Free, free, my lord,* he answered \ 

* Surely the curse is broke, whatever it, 
And due to what or what — it is unsworn 
If there be justice anywhere I Remains 

But we should seek our homeland dear ; and I, 
More than I speak, rejoice with thy return. 
For fear and dread lay heavy on me once. 
Not a great while ago.' They reached the ship. 
The cargo soon they hasted to put on. 
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Water and food, with treasures from the isle ; 

The men worked stout, for all thought on their homes. 



Six provings ended are now faithfully. 

Six barriers passed — remaining only one. 

What Cometh next? Draw round, sir knights, come 

closer. 
(Where is my cup? Ah, here ! my throat seems dry.) — 
For of this tale, the strangest, bravest is 
To tell — the marvels of that homeward voyage. 



XII. 

SCENE IN OLYMPUS: COUNTERPLOT OF APOLLO 

AND APHRODITE. 

The scene is changed ; and now ye stand with me 

Within the high Olympus far away ; 

And gazing round its muniments, our eyes 

Do seek for Aphrodite first 

Bright lies 
The scene around, all bathed in golden light 
Past where the eye can view. . . . But she, 
Is sitting melancholy and alone ; 
Her face, carved as no sculptor could conceive, 
And running over with expression, see 
Bended upon her folded arms which rest 
On the curved knees — so beautiful and sweet 
In its unwonted sadness ; while her hair 
Lies round her feet unloosed in tresses bright 
As falling water which the sun shines on ! 
But while we wonder what the cause may be, 
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Apollo with his arrows in his hand 

Comes up to where she sits, and, hindered not. 

Thus greets with her : * Care doth befit thee ill, 

O fairest of Olympus, and I grieve 

With thee. Say what, for there is discord in 

The music of thy laughter-loving eyes/ 

* Alas,' she answered, * know'st thou not there is 
A dreadful murder chartered ? How shall I 
Act — work ? What do to save him ? 

' Pallas 'tis 
From whose fell inspiration doth proceed 
This plot against thy Gennad, grieving thee. 
Her spirit hath been hit so as to find 
No rest until some fearful end is gained 
For this brave mortal whom she hateth more 
As thou dost love. Aye, sure it is, I tell thee, 
No bubble of a day that swells and dies. 
Stays in the air an instant ere it breaks 
And mixes with the vapours round it, but 
Her hate is royal, potent as her favour ; 
Olympian both, they touch the wide extremes ; 
Both are no mild and heartless human fiame. 
But, by a goddess mighty entertained. 
Are fiery-winged and tipped with vehemence 
To save whom she doth love — him favour high, 
And slay the hated !' Aphrodite sighed ; 



\ 



76 THE PROVING OF GENNAD. 

* What comfort this to know ?' quoth she. * So 'tis, 
'Tis so. Would — would 'twere easier for the child, 
And I — that I between the two might fly ! 

Ere such a fate should quench this king's career. 
Would that great Zeus, ere this should be, had gi'en 
Him a death in the cold and stony sea, 
Wrapping our Gennad in the sea's green shawl, — 
Ere such a fate should quell this king's career !' 

* Thus Pallas hath designed to do,' quoth he. 

* Rise, bear a kindly succour, wilt not ?' she. 

* 'Tis naught to me this Argive live or die,' 
Phoebus replied, * but it is much that I 
Thy favour gain ; therefore in this, behold 
Me unconditionally now allied. 

We will this journey guard ! 
Foully when gods thus work to overthrow, 
Gods shall to succour then work equally I 
When doth this gentle sail ?• 

* At the next dawn 
He sees.' — * Full time is ours ; so we will play 
A serviceable game for him, mark me — 
And us delighting too !' The goddess gazed 
With tearful face, and earnestly replied : 

* I am too weak, yet tho' I know not of 
Thy means to help, most fully I rely 
Upon thine aid.' Apollo, with a glance 
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Of craft within his eyes, arose and girt 

Himself for flight, with words : * Now I'll be gone, 

And thou shalt see me act with double form, 

A little while to be a crawling man. 

— But, rather, let me tarrying tell thee first 

Of this good helmsman Zandropis who counts 

But nine hours ere his victim he shall guide 

Back eastward on the main. In years gone by 

Two elder strangers passed the Mysian hills, 

And with them one there journeyed to direct 

Their devious way. A night they turned to rest 

Inside some cave ; but while they trustful slept. 

The faithful guide, who watched in turn, arose 

With thoughts upon the wallets that they bore, 

And with his caseless dagger in his hand, 

A deadly pressure laid upon their breath. 

And took sweet life from them. His name was not 

Then Zandropis, And once again there lived 

A trusty servant of the gods whose name 

Was Lycoras. He, delving in a well. 

Was slain by one who tripped foul stones upon 

His undefended head, who thus did snatch 

The advantage of his toil, — when in fell he 

Himself, and had such dread companion nigh 

Four days, when he was rescued. O mortal. 

Thou never hast forgot that earthy sojourn 
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With the dead ! which scarred and battered still did 

seem 
To smile on thee, and speak by night and day 
The words of former friendship ; — ^haunted since then 
Thou e'er hast been, and scarce dar'st be alone ; 
And thou, my Zandropis, shalt bleed with fear 
Anew, to find that his strong spirit yet 
Liveth to curse thee for that hateful deed ! 
Mark, goddess fair — these deeds are known to none 
Save to the tyrant only who himself 
Wrought them. Thou shalt see more anon. Farewell !' 
Having thus spoke, Phoebus Apollo turned 
And strait was gone, while Aphrodite's eyes 
Grew bright with fear, then wonder. * Peace to thee,' 
She said, — * Peace, child ! Phoebus doth speed his way. 
And surer aid and wiser now than mine 
Is 'listed on thy side !' 



XIII. 

ON THE SEASHORE : APOLLO AS HYANDEROS— 
THE SAILING FOR HOME. 

The dawn was broke. 
The harbour now behold, where vessels lay — 
Tall vessels set for sea. The yellow tide 
Turned, ebbing down the river, and the bark 
Of Gennad tugging at her ropes was tied, 
Her stores on board. 

Soon 'cross the beach appeared 
A group of men all clad for journeying, 
Who halted by the ship, as waiting some 
Not yet arrived, to join them presently. 
Like a good horse all bridled for his way, 
And to his chariot bound — so swayed the ship. 
Burning to be upon her own salt field. 
Freely to catch the ocean breeze, and spurn 
The waves behind. Gylyppo, with a look 
In his far-gazing eyes that seemed to fear 
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Beyond the journey's end things unrevealed, 
Said : ' Hellas, our truest home, our mother one, 
Our country dear — what better land is known ? 
Take earth, with Heaven added, wide and far. 
Our wanderings make it sweeter, is 't not so, 
My lord ?* — * In truth 'tis so,' quoth he. 

Up spoke 
A sailor then : * See yonder, princely sir, 
Two men far off! and one may well be he 
For whom we wait, good trusty Zandropis, 
Our helmsman pilot. He doth boast of knowing 
Each rock upon this danger-spotted sea, 
Better than I myself. Besides, this is 
The prime of seasons for a voyage.' More things 
They spake to him ; and Gennad, like his wont, 
Made answer kind and courteously to each. 
They sat them down to wait. Meanwhile the two 
Drew nigh ; and it was wondered much by all 
Who might the helmsman's comrade be that walked 
With him. And softly one thus spoke of him : 

* Aye, he is old — older than a seaman. 
Too old to be a servant of the ships. 

For see, his limbs are drooping more from age 
Than weariness !' — * Poor stranger I' said another, 

* Whoever 'tis, he seemeth very feeble. 
So on the arm of Zandropis he leans 




ON THE SEASHORE. 8i 

For firm support' Another : * He hath lived 

Thro' years and space of winters manifold, 

If each hath lower bowed his upright form, 

And left their snows upon his beard !' — * Maybe 

'Tis Zandropis his father bringeth down 

For farewell at the ship !' Another thus. 

So they made answer each to each. — * We must 

Forget not this — the stranger and the poor, 

The fatherless are sent by Zeus to men 

That they may pity them and show them kind — 

Nay, whoso gives to such doth but lend to 

The gods above, and blest is he.'* This spoke 
The prince. No time for words was more. 

Behold, 
Then to the group there joined himself the god 
Phoebus Apollo, changed as to his form, 
Made like an old and feeble minstrel man, 
And leaning on the arm of Zandropis. 

The chosen helmsman thus began to speak : 

* Good masters — walking the sand yonder, and hearing 
me hailed, and going up, I found, sitting upon a rock, 
this old water-dog you see, like had been washed there ; 
whereupon, no man provoking him, straightway he began 
piping, tooting, and blowing of songs as cleaned even 

* See Odyssey, VI., 247. 
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the urchins from the beach. — Didst not, rockie ? Wake 
up, thou old white pup ! hast forgotten thy pipes ? (and 
thank me, masters, for that same !) He speaketh not for 
mourning of his pipes, tho' he be no shepherd.' 

* And thou therein,' quoth Gennad, * didst not well — 
Hast missed thy way, good harper ?' But Zandropis : 

* Nay, pardon me, nobles, but said he to me, (Speak, 
thou old sea-bear, mum father sand-rabbit, or I dig thee 
again !) — said he to me — mark you, naming me— 
*My friend, I'll sail with you to Argos' — when once 
more he fell to a piping of it, and a tuning and a harping 
of it, and a swaying to and fro with the burden of more 
songs — while I wondered mightily how he did know me, 
and to where sailing. But here's he, and you may ask 
him if it pleases you (for I dared not to ask him). His 
name, he says it is — 'Pol, I forget me ! — who once led 
men to battle, routing whole armies — whether by arms or 
the voice of his pipe, he nameth not — but who doth not 
fight now, being old. Here, give him some cates !' 

* Peace to thee, knave. Have done 1' said Gennad 
turning 
From him. * Thou art come most well to us, 
Honourable stranger-friend ; come sit beside, 
And shortly thou shalt with us ride and make 
A furrow on the brine ; we welcome thee 1' 
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Then wondering, ye behold the god take seat 
Among those mortal men, while he to them : 
' Sir Gennad, as art told, I strayed alone 
When I fell on this underling of thine, 
And with him trod to ask you if your will 
Did choose of my old company the while 
You passed the water leagues — the more because 
I knew your fame for minstrelsy, and how 
Your tuneful art could fill the dancing air 
With melody to 'slave the tongue to ear. 
My name's Hyanderos — suffice it I 
Likewise can tell of many a marvellous tale 
Of deeds long wrought, now mouldered out of mind. 
Such as shall oft beguile your coming voyage.' 
More things thus spake the god, deceiving those 
That heard him. 

But anon, with ready haste 
The word was given and the men climbed on, 
The steersman's post assumed by Zandropis, 
With Phoebus near him. Up shot the rising sun. 
Streaking a pathway 'cross the viewless miles, 
Within whose gleaming track the little bark 
Faced for her passage and the open sea ; 
While Gennad, standing in the furthest prow, 
With hands stretched toward the dawn, his face en- 
thused, 

6—2 
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Did greet the nameless Future without fear : 

* Unstable sea — O minister of Fate, 

Thou bearest us not for thyself I may'st rage — 

For us thou canst no more ! A mightier yet 

Livefh for us and thee — far highthed above, 

Thine ageless kingdom ruling from the stars, 

And under him 

Behold we ride thee to our Destiny !' 



XIV., 

FIRST TERROR SCENE, FOR THE PROTECTION OF 

GENNAD. 

And now the land was far from view, the wind 

Bearing them softly onwards. Evening grew 

To night, and slyly the wee stars began 

To peep upon the Ocean one by one ; 

And what those hours brought forth I now declare. 

The helmsman Zandropis was at the stern. 

And near him sat Apollo in the guise 

Of old Hyanderos. Ne'er word they passed ; — 

When Gennad joined himself to them and broke 

Speech to the ancient harper, dimly seen : 

* The guiding stars shine out ; good father, see 
The sailors* friends to-night ! the Pleiades ! — 
Bright Sirius ! — Bootes, with his Wain 
And horses, drives, the silent Pole-star round. 
His seeded way ! And yonder at his post, 
Striding the windy height, with belt and sword, 
Orion nods us on ! ... . See them — 
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Giving the North and South for aye to men 
Out on the landless deep, unshook for ever ! 
Firmer than any coast, they hold their place. 
Faithful each night by night, as they did guide 
Our fathers, and their fathers, 'fore us !' Quoth 
The old man slowly : * Doubt thou not, my lord, 
All ministers of vengeance and of love, 
Divine, or mortal, or inanimate. 
Are sent from Zeus to bite with adder's teeth 
For either side. Even the faintest breath 
Of every breeze, and each small moving wind. 
Doth near thee to thy destiny, writ ere 
The spheres began ; for in his service works 
His whole creation. 
But wisdom picks its way but slowly. 
And takes long years to grow !' 

* O greatest seer,' 
Cried Gennad, wondering as he closer drew, 
* Teach me of thy deep things, sublimer in 
Their age-collected wisdom than what we 
Have yet been blest to know — the more, I pray.' 

' And dost thou seek to read such matters, child ? 
And would your mortal ears hear deeper things 
Than all the wisdom of the wise can tell ? 
Askest thou me who, little held of men. 
Yet know the minds of all, and long have watched 
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Humanity ? Ye gods above, how far 

Have I been led thro' the long blasts of Time ! 

Winter, where art thou that saw'st me not, 
Or when delight was in the things of youth 

For me, and strayed my soul in youthful pleasures ? 

Long, long — 'tis long 

Since thou hast laid a white hair on my beard, 

Or boasted'st that thou didst me older leave 

For eyne to view. Thou, with thy fellows white. 

Art drowned in very time, dead, like the minds 

Of those whose day has fluttered to a close I 

Aye, I am older than thou. Winter, art 

That chilled'st the earth a thousand years ago ; 

1 have outlived thy children, and shall stay 
Still longer ages, yet remain, while years 

Do grow and crumble down, till flights of years 
Shall seem but flights of days ! Thou too, O child. 
Anon shalt wiser grow ; but now go, leave us 
A space — the old diviner to his art. 
The night-ghoul to his instrument the dark. 
But thou to honest sleep.' 

So Gennad turned 
And went below the deck as he had bid. 
Leaving the two there standing near at hand 
In the faint starlight. 

Then spake Zandropis : 
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* The air is still to-night ; go rest thee too, 
Old man, and leave me to my watching here T 
Thus spake the pilot. But, with mournful words, 
Hyanderos made answer not to him, 

For reverie was falling strange on him : 

* For me to-night the air is full of voices, 
And hark ! they sing like bells, some distantly 
And nearer some — a ceaseless song like bells 
Unto mine ears. Surely the sounds of those 
Whom mortal eyes not gaze on, nor appear 
To men, round whom they fly, impalpable, — 
And thus each voice doth chant to-night. No resty 
No rest for thee / 

* It groweth master cold,' quoth Zandropis ; 
* Thou wanderest in mind. I need thee not ; 
Go leave me to my watching here alone 1' 

But he sang on, wording (it seemed) the sounds 

That reached him : * Woe for woe, and stroke for stroke. 

Knell for knell ! 

Be it measured as it fell ; 

Pay for death a deathless fear, 

Stamp in blood the widow's tear, 

Drive to death with viewless fear. 

Guilty blood for innocent — 

Nothing save revenge I crave, 

Naught else shall deck my unknown grave ; 
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Revenge, revenge — it must be mine, 

And in it shall my fierce soul wallow ! 

— What's this ? Ho, ho 1 Deep Tartarus is up, 

And Hades white with fear ! about us. Look I 

Lo them in trailing crimson, sworded and crowned. 

Riding the air like kings / — What said I ?' 

The helmsman downward turned a troubled glance. 

And muttered : ' Gods ! I would he kept his dreams 

Unto himself, and let not me have them ! 

Old moonbat ! hath got off the peg of reason.' 

And here aloud : * The sea is calm to-night, 

Old man, wise father. Get you down and rest 

Below the deck — you spoil me for my duty.' 

But still the ag^d heeded not — his beard 
And hair, shook by the wind, and wet with spray. 
Shone white amid the darkness, while his hands 
Did seem to touch the arches of the clouds. 
High raised aloft to heavenward. He spake on : 

* The sea — aye, the sea ? 
I view the sea strewn with the carcases 
Of twice five thousand slain — the slain who died 
By treachery. Nameless, unknown was that 
Great host in death, and all yet unrevenged 
They cry and wander thro' the lemure land 
Within the air, nor rest till they be venged. 
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For those there live who bear the gaze of men 

Unevenly, but in the dark step free — 

Wherefore, O man ? Because themselves they are 

The self and bloom of darkness ! Cursed lives 

Who turned inta wildernesses recklessly 

Fresh garden-spots of green. Soon for their doom 

Full justice shall no longer wait ; for, see, 

Prepared the pall-dressed axes from above 

Are hung to fall — the fatal nets already 

In watery meshes leap about us far 

And wide ! 'Tis but the hours that wait V 

* Have done 1 
Have done ! Leave me, I say, or I will men 
Summon to bear thee hence T Once more his words 
Were borne upon the far-departing winds, 
And still the voice spoke on : * But why to me. 
Ye host who plead around this keel ? for what 
Am I that I should you redress, poor ghosts, 
Or seek your murderers who yet survive. 
Who not have yet atoned their infamies ? 
And thou, O thou 

The close-woven, fretting sea beneath us, 
Why heavest thou ?* 

The steersman seized his arm : 
* O check thy burning words and speak o* peace. 
Kindly for once ! Thou art diseased, wise father, 
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And sorely wanderest this night. Now take 
Thyself in deck, for sure thou art, most surely, 
A burden to me at my duty here.* 

* The burden of the sea to-night is one ! 
Deep under us, O Zandropis, the sea 
Moans o'er a thousand graves. Lo, troubled at 
Some hateful presence, it grows deeper, waiting 
One other more, to swell to a thousand 
And one ! — Thine be thine own, thou sink profound ! 
If here it be thou hast thy victim marked, 
Then quickly with him hence to his fit place 
Beneath thy pillars vast, the world unseen. 
That we, the innocent, may rest, and thou 
Thy moaning cease.' 

Then Zandropis enduring 
This no longer, utmost fury stirred 
His breast. He turned and fiercely thus with words : 
* I fear no howling spirit that thou seest 
(Or say'st thou seest) — whether they float or fly — 
I care not if thou standest there till daylight 
And terribly callest Heaven and Hades empty, 
And every other world wherein they dwell 
(Or say they dwell), and pour'st them on my head — 
Here undefended ! For never I saw such, 
And thou canst ne'er disclose me such, that I 
Should fear the like, or even therein believe 
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And that thou knowest ! If I fear aught, it is 

No phantom clutch impalpable, but rather 

Some living man of sinew like myself 

(Tho' e'en not him, forsooth, if fairly me 

He meet in open daylight face to face 

And use no guile). The dead are dead ! Perhaps 

*T may be I heed the battling hurricane, 

Or p'raps 't may be the lioness reft of young. 

Or the spent water on the desert sand 

Far from the springs — but not such weak like these ! 

But hence ! accurst old man — distempered howler !' 

(And here the dagger from his side he drew) — 

* Betake thy lying carcase from my sight ; — 

Would I had never seen thee, or had then 

(And better) stamped thy rotten life from out thee. 

There on the sand where I did 'hold thee first ! 

Get hence, I say!' 

Thus furiously he spake — 
But yet the blade left not his hand, nor moved 
His quivering arm to right nor left ! 

Then lo, 
'Fore yet the utterance of his words was ceased, 
Hyanderos had vanished like as if 
Had ne'er been there ; nor glided he away — 
Solely was gone ; and Zandropis to air 
Alone did speak ! 
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With fixed and troubled glance 
The helmsman gazed around him close, where late 
The other stood, then wider round the sea, 
And wiped his forehead with his horny hand. 

* By all the plagues of Egypt, fabled or true, 
Never may I hear more such loose mad raving 
As yon white harper spoke ! 

Spake he to me ? — 
Or to himself? — Why, to himself, be sure, 
And for himself and his own weak amusement — 
How should 't be me ? And yet a night like this, 
r truth, I love not any such wild mutter ! 
Stay — ^what said he of woes and deathless fear — 
Of swords and axes, nets and floating corpses. 
And voices in the air like bells ? Alack ! 
— But hist ! he comes again ! — the gods save from 't !' 

A light step on the deck approaching fell, 
And Gennad stood before him : * I came up 
To ask thee how the wind doth lie to-night. 
I could not sleep.' — * 'Tis fair, my lord,* he answered. 

* But thou dost look uneasily, by this 
Faint light ; 'tis not that thy well-practised eye 
Doth read some note of evil weather ?* 

* None,' 
Quoth Zandropis ; * I know my courses too.' 

* You do your duty well, good honest seaman ; 
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It's no small thing of care, and yoa for it 
Shall bear reward accordingly; for you 
Will not betray us to the Libyan rocks.' 
He turned and left, having first urged the man 
His needed rest and comfort not neglect. 

When he was gone clear off the steersman scowled. 
And ironed his arms and shoulders till they seemed 
Like two great yard-arms from the mast, with ropes 
Stretched all along for sinews. And spoke he : 

* By the muscle of my what ! I've let the one go, 

and stand now no nearer than at starting ; for, to save 
me, I could not pitch him to the gods, did he sit on the 
very gunwale and cry Now ! 

' — Doth not seem, this young high-priest, this Gennad 
— so base a wight as yon said him. Truly ! But next 
time it happeth so fairly for me, may I be shaken of this 
baby fear — aye, the next time. Dragons and smoke ! 
Fire dogs ! how can I forget that old man wrinkled ; 
how terribly he blurted ! More like a god than a man — 
did not ? Aye, like a But, croaker ! 

' Hence may my hand be readier, and my heart 
Catch boldness from the strict necessity 
Which lies upon me for proceeding straight 
To fill my undertaking while the time 
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Waits on ! May I be Zandropis again, 
And make but little of what is but small, 
When next the chance again appears for it ! 
Till then — I will forget these foolish fancies.' 



XV. 

SECOND TERROR SCENE. 

'TwAS toward the midnight of the following eve ; 
The half-growa moon had raised herself aloft, 
But now obscured by clouds shed feeble light 
Upon the vessel and surrounding sea. 
A lantern burning hung behind the helm. 

* Good-night !' Gylyppo said ; * rest I do need ; 
I may be waked again Yore day, — so now 
Will leave you both.' 

The old man paced the deck. 
And with him Gennad. All the seamen slept 
Save Zandropis at his night post beside them, 
For best of all he knew the guiding stars. 

* O mortal child,* the minstrel broke, ' how vain 
Shall any seek from Fate the what shall be, 
Whose mysteries by sternest time alone 

Must be resolved. The future what to thee 
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Before it come, or this be it or that, 
Unchangeable as on the tided strand 
Shall wash the checkless waves for evermore ! 
Here let us sit — the hour is soon for sleep ; 
Draw round thy cloak — I have a tale to tell thee.' 

Now here the helmsman set his teeth and said 

Low to himself : * I am myself again ! 

(Old woman's tale he'll quote — mark to it well I) 

Now the kind gods give me kind chance once more, 

And Neb's a spot o' the water !* Then aloud : 

' It comes wildish dark, the wind rising cold, 

And the moist air — 

Rather, lord Gennad, bid the old one go 

Below, and there with rest and slumber cherish 

His outspanned years ; thereafter, sir, with thee 

I would a word apart, so please you, here.' 

But now, with creeping pauses 'twixt his words. 
The god began to terribly relate, 
While neither speech nor answer from the twain 
Arose — whom horror watchbound listening : 

* Cold 1 are they cold who wash their hands i' blood ? 
and how shall't be dark when the dead-face lighter bums 
i' the hand ? Aye, it doth burn to-night, and the whole 
cave groweth lit — for him to find his blade and guide it. 
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Hash ! The deep night is heavy roand them ; and 
solitade hath bit the world ; and the cloads have chased 
out the pale shadows of the moon t 

Twas sach an hour like this. 

good spirits that venge evil, will ye view me ? and 
Thoo, grand Retribotor of crimes accnrsed, wilt thoo be 
near me when the world seems empty ? Is there specu- 
lation in the dull brains of sleepers when cold and un- 
sheathed daggers walk i' the air ? Say ! — But hist ! the 
silence breaks. They stir — Patience ! 

• « « • * 

'Tis done O turn away ; and fasten down the fringes 

of your eyes. Or look toward the sea ! 

Gaze not on me, my comrades ; there is no red on my 

hand My garments are unspotted ; my blade is clean. 

(Ugh ! this murky heated night. What a drench — ^bul 

ghosted both !) 

The gods gave it ; but I have stopped the vital air of 

two in that earth's hole ! 

1 set the heavy burden on their lips ; it rose, but not 
they, for they were men that breathed not, whose over- 
blooded hearts lay still, men whose life-hopes were not. 

They laid them in their mantles wrapped, 
With eyelids weary, and thus laid them down ; 
But death hath locked what sleep did close. 
And ne'er from out that sleep they rose. 
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Ah, that cave ! 

It shall be cursed evermore ; 

Name, name it not, 

But weep like a mighty forest drunk with rain ; 

For that is where no sleepers wake ! 

Where, poor souls, where ? 

Warily tread, for chilly death here lieth ! 

(They laid them in their mantles wrapped, 
With eyelids weary, and thus laid them down) 

Damp the sand clings where tears did plead in vain ; 

Now the cave's sand doth fill the home of wisdom, 

And the dust of the earth the palace of the soul ! 

(For death hath locked what sleep did close. 
And out that sleep they ne*er arose !) ' 

Then Gennad thus : * Good sir, nor I nor he 

Who standeth here have wrought such shameful deed/ 

But not would he be stayed, outcried the wind : 

* Ye bladed angels cruising 'twixt the skies. 

And bearing Zeus' wrath from far to far, 

Ere yet ye wipe your gory swords from war. 

Or arm you for some distant mission flight. 

Sweeping to vengeance on rebellious stars — 

Stay, list to me ! Come fall from where ye stay. 

Or East or West, yea, thence come girded down 

To me, ye ministers, for earth hath raised 

7—2 
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An anguished prayer !' 

(The lantern here fell sudden in the sea, 

And all was dark.) 

* My sire,* quoth Gennad humbly, * thou dost know 

Already what I now confess to thee, 

That in my youth hath folly bettered me 

Full many times, and pride and waywardness, — 

Would 't different were I' 

A withered hand was laid 
Upon his arm : * Look yond' ! who lieth there ? 

Thou, old friend of yore?* (His eyes did gleam.) 
*Nay, but they both — two in a night — two in a cave — 
two brothers ! — Ah, your skulls are wliitened now, and 
seem stones to the bats and owls; while the ball-less 
sockets, vacant of your eyes, do gape untenanted, like 
hideous wound-holes ; and your few bones — far over, 
far over I where is the rest, for I have kissed it, little ? 
seek it not; only their names are left of them ('tis 
a sad story, comrades); the night-wolf over the plains 
sings I !' 

Here stealthily the helmsman bared his blade ; 
An instant touched his fingers on the point, 
Then flashed it in the moonlight suddenly ! 
Gennad saw not the deed, but the keen steel 
Passed thro' a shadow and cleft only air. 
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There broke no fearful cry ; but the same voice 
Arose unheeding. 

But he ceased, for, hark ! 
A moaning o'er the waves was heard — the sound 
Of distant thunder, like the warning call 
Of a storm on way. And Zandropis aloud 
Did cry : * My father, save us !' Gennad, filled 
With wonder and amazement in his mind, 
Seeking the seer's foreboding words to read. 
And to discern the riddle of the night. 
Exclaimed : * No longer hide from us this thing, 
Good father wise, — this mystery reveal, 
If such there be, and knowing give us peace.' 

* Anon ye both shall wiser grow,' he said ; 
* I will explore the clouds above, O child, 
Which rule this hour when thou hast asked of me. 
My son, the clouds this night 
Are set for treachery. Dost thou not see 
Yon black and horned monster ? Yet his point 
The flying eagle hideth ; dost not see 
That warrior ? His left hand alone appears. 
Not note yon viper crawl along that waste 
Of gloomland ? These the signs of treachery, 
And thou its mark P 

* Its mark ! Ah, wretched one,' 
Cried he, * why was I thus brought forth ? Alas, 
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Why live I still a target for the arrows 
Of hate and subtlety ? 'Tis a world full 
Ungrateful ! But in this pressing need, 
Who think you in this vessel could contain 
So base a heart, if one of these 't should be T 

* The gods shall that declare,' the sage replied. 
And Gennad : * I will name all one by one 
The crew of human souls upon this float.' 

* There is no need,* he answered j and thus prayed 

* Ye gods who view the dark and light as one, 
Ere morning breaks, let death confound the man 
Who makes each hour he stays as now a lie ; 

Or send us wisdom to discern by lot, 

That he may sail no longer live man's sea 

With us !' Once more was heard 

The rumbling thunder o'er the shivering deep. 

* Aye, aye !' he called ; * so be it* And he turned 
His rolling eyes across the Northern waves. 

As tho' he saw what others viewed not there. 
And uttered thus : * The gods will speak by Storm. 
Aye, and full soon there will be darker watching. 
Of midnight hours, than hath thus far till now 
Been lonely kept by guardians of this keel. 
E'en now the wind is sighing deeply thro' 
Your rigging, and it sounds most dismally, 
Telling of things to come severer. 
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When all its bands shall be unknotted, 
And it be wholly freed. But, Zandropis, 
What think'st of these appearances in sky 
And water ?* — * Them I fear not,' he declared ; 
* But I would have ye both below the deck, 
And leave 't to me.' 

* It is the swarm of war ! 
Abroad, like cattle on the hills, this night 
I see thy foes. . . . The trumpet 
Hath sounded through the nether spheres to bruit 
My challenge took, in hell's deep voice, for war. 
The fiends are loosed ! their racking chains are broke ! 
Flung wide the infernal doors ! Like hounds afield 
They burst and hustled roaring forth, 
Charged with a dire command ! 
And, as Zeus liveth, their shrill music thee 
Would whistle up from very death itself 
On this distracted niglit ! — Where wilt thou hide thee. 
Then? 

Aye, Gennad, soon shalt thou note it (though thou 
thyself shalt live), soon all yon sky will be black, one 
black ; and the sea contrasting ghastful white, while the 
wind, the untangled wind, in bare strength untamed, 
shall sweep the world. Then, verily, will it be every 
man to his safest place, and every ship to her best en- 
durance, and every evil-doer to his fears.' 
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But Zandropis (his face so ghostlike, how 
Shall I describe ?) aloud did sudden cry : 
* So there, my lord Hyanderos ! I heard — 
They call thee ! There, again, sir, forward in 
The bows !* * Ah, Zandropis, my knave,' quoth he, 
' The approaching gale hath wrought upon thy mind 
Till thou didst think thou heardst me called, and thus 
Hast summoned me. 'Twas well, but no one called, 
My Zandropis ; but Zandropis is sick ! 
We'll stay and talk these fancies of his ears 
Airward again. Gennad, my son, rejoice ; 
Ere morning, thou shalt know who treasons thee.' 

' Far be it from the kindness of the gods 
To slay the just and innocent when they 
Confound the guilty ! Let innocence preserve 
This ship we ride, and her most honest crew. 
As I believe them.' Thus the young lord spoke. 
Answered the seer to him : * Or die the ship. 
Or live the ship, he shall survive it not. 
Should he with us be found. Let the gods judge, 
Not I nor thou.' * So be it,' Gennad said. 
^ But come, wise father, see, to walk is good 
For us, or, if you choose, we will below ; 
And thou, thy presence hallowing this keel, 
Shalt guard our vessel from the moaning sea 
Which seems to beck so hideously to-night, 
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And every ill.* Hyanderos replied 

(His eyes like living coals of fire now gleaming) : 

* Walk, didst thou say ? Nay, rather wait 

Till the black billows leap where we do stand. 

Meanwhile I'll show ye something strange and rare. 

Zandropis, my Gennad, 

Did ye two never hear a spirit called 

Out from its own land ?' 

* Nay,' quoth Gennad ; * and 
Nor would I wish 't. The time is sad enow 
Already !* And thus Zandropis : * Great prophet, 
I own to thee ! Surely thou art full 
Of mystery and might as never seen, 
And I am but a chip beside thee, so, 
Beseech thee, let us rest ; how if it should 
So fright us — make our brains a water-pond. 
And us life-fools !' 

Yet not would he be stayed. 
But faster as the moorless clouds drave up, 
Began to tell of how the spectre host 
Around the ship was led by one who sought 
A man Clanganna named. 

Here Gennad rose ; 
Quoth he : * My father, needless it is surely 
For such to seek its enemy upon 
This hull we tread, since here from stem to stern 
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Nona bears that name Clanganna, well I know. 

Bid it retreat to its fit place unseen, 

And not come hither to unwind our reason 

From its loose hold ;' while his companion thus, 

With failing breath : * Great priest, as ihou art mighty, 

Swear it away I* 

The old man fierce pursued : 
' It saith that, failing of that guilty wight. 
It would not sate its bitterness 
To work the havoc and the carnage of 
A thousand battle-fields in one grand day ! 
Yea, tho' the valleys innocent were glad 
With playing children, and meek flocks, they surely 
Should choke with gore; the greenest hills should 

smile 
No longer such, but painted twice-coat thick. 
With sweetest hue to its unnatural soul, 
Would stare red at Heaven ! Thus saith it' 

Then softly Zandropis, his hand was laid 
Upon the waist of Gennad, and his voice 
Sank hoarse and quaking in the prince's ear : 

* Quick — ease me, sir, now i' kind pity, pray you ! 
Stand in my place at helm while I go send another. You 
are safe, but I — ! Gods ! he will not harm you. Now 
while he's babbling, sir.' 
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And Gennad, kind of heart : * Go, steal away 

As air thyself, on air.' 

* There stand instead ! 

Move not a yard to right nor left ! Beware !' 

Thus fiercely spake the minstrel mage divine. 

• • • • • 

Struck still — none stirred ; and deadly silence fell 

As by foul blast on all save wind and sea, 

But thousand trembling pulses inwardly 

Took shape and sound, and round me wild careering. 

Were rocking wide Creation in my mind. 

• ... * 

That stillness seemed to tear the world in twain. 
I gazed upon myself, but who was I ? 
I knew not, nor where standing ; — nor could one 
Declare how long this lasted. 

Suddenly 
A loud outcry did cut the stillness thro' ; 
But inward horror bound me, held me fast, 
And all the world went round me like a wheel. 
Chained I alone in throbbing, burning rest ! 
(Thus of it Gennad spoke in after-years.) 

He woke to hear the minstrel charging thus : 
* I do conjure thee by the Heaven above. 
And by the earth that thou hast left, and by 
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The gulf of Hades *neath us lying, 
And by the happy spirits of the blest, 
Resting at peace. 

And by the myrmidons of Orcus, by 
The restless spirits of the slain unknown — 
Speak to us !' 

Then the greatest wonder fell ; 
For surely now, from out the air behind 
An utterance rose to hearing ; — 'twas not man's, 
Nor passed thro' mortal lips, but thus it cried : 

* For thee I speak, O strong mage, O thou more than 
mortal calling; — art thou as one of us? then hear me; 
but who are these with thee?' Then answered the 
prophet : * They stand on my right hand, and on my 
left. Speak thou to them also this hour, that they may 

know thee who thou art, and what seeking. 

Thy name ? — thy name that was ?' 

(Aud at the answer Gennad gazed upon 

The steersman ; but his face looked cold as stone, 

And his hand held not the rudder, leaning 

Dazed, stricken, helpless, like a man 

With neck outstretched 'fore the bare-bladed sword 

Of Justice which no hand could stay.) 

* Know ye 
That I was Lycoras who built the keels 
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In years gone by, the son of Lycoras. 

And, since thou dwelFst with mortals, give me aid 

To find my slayer. Me he slew — me, me. 

An old man honoured, hoary, weak, well-yeared 

And gray ! Entreaty pressed him. 

He was prayed in vain, in vain shall he 

Be prayer to my hand, look for too long 

The fair streaks of my mercy. That which himself 

Did yield shall be to drink. From life to death 

I'll chase him ; and from thence to torture cruel 

As due ! Great helper, pity, succour ! For 

Now back into the Gorge of Night must I.' 

* Peace be to thee,' he said. * That prayer is thine ; 
And all the gods are with thee. He is here.' 

Then turning next to Gennad : * It hath gone, 
Sad warring, vengeful shade ! and left 't to us. 
So lift thine heart, most noble. — Zandropis, 
Thou may'st depart ; thou hast no time to lose. 
The helm is mine to-night ; a tempest brews. 
And we shall need best Heaven's vigilance 
To save the ship.' These words seemed to revive 
The stricken seaman ; straightway he slid off 
As noiseless as a phantom from his place. 

* What meaneth this night's work ?' sought Gennad 

then. 
The god replied^: * It pricks but saves thee; ask 
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No more. Now to thy peaceful rest betake 
Thyself; 

' And leave thee here — thus swept by waves ? 
I'll send one to displace thee, brave old man.' 

* Nay, my son ; the sea knows me and feareth, 
So tarry ne'er.' 

Both gone, Apollo spake : 

* Now, by my art, he'd rather slay Norbar ; 
And Gennad least of all men ! 

• • • • • 

Aphrodite, dost thou view me ? 
I have kept my watch. 

• • • • • 

Weak mortals, let them go ! 

What Cometh next ?* 



% 



XVI. 

1 

LAST TRIAL OF GENNAD: FORGIVENESS, 

But Zandropis, 
Behold him sitting in a lonely part 
Aforeship ; now no more his former self 
He looked, but like to one Despair did own. 

* Sure I have learned/ again and again moaned he, 

* What I had ever mocked and scorned, such things 
Which ever I had mocked and scorned, till now/ 

Then as a man once more he rose. Quoth he : 

* Two reason's bid 't ; good Gennad will be told 
My foul design. Tied to my drowning stone, 
My death shall pay for his ! Mayhap he knows it 
Ere this. 

Undone, undone, thou art undone ; 
Thy end is upon thee, Zandropis, Clanganna ! 
The outside waves do howl it high. And worse — 
Among the cursed spirits of the dead 
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Bideth a foe which, racking thro' the world, 
At last must chance on me ; and thus lost I, 
I, whither shall I hide me ? Verily 
'Tis living round the very door itself 
Of Tartarus, long as I fight my grave. 

• • • • • 

That shall not be ! It shall not haunt my life, 
Tho' round my sundered husks it howl for ever ! 
There is the remedy — yonder the deep, here I ; 
What rest shall I find mortal ? Yea, it is better. 
Or worse — I'll take it !' j(Here to his feet he rose.) 
* Now, thou accursed league of enemies 
Divine, spirit, mortal, I care not which, 
I will forestall ye ! Ye shall not slay me, 
Nor have such boast ; for I will fling my carcase 
To foul thy trough of waters, hateful seagulf I 
" He shall not survive it," nay, by the gods, 
I will not ! Come on, yo, yo ! 
Thou bubbling headsweeper, I fear thee not. 
Thou art my servant !' 
And he was even standing to perform 
The fatal words, when Gennad, passing down, 
Encountered him. * Good lord, sir Gennad, lord. 
Is that yourself ? You started me, for I 
Feel shook some badly now.' 

Replied the prince : 
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' No need that thou shouldst helm this ship to-night, 
For he who hath that post assumed is more 
Than we are, and he willeth well to us 
In taking it' 

* But how came it,' cried he, 

* If he would harm us not, he laid on us 
Such horrid and undreamt-of prodigies ? 
I know not what of wild and terrible 
Soul-ravings he did leave unsaid, whose aim 
Was but to blast me with fell curse on curse, 
To split my pate, — O give me, tell me, sir, 

I say wherefore was it, if he meant well ?* 

* Thou know'st that he doth on the border stand 
Where spirit things come near — yea, he is old, 
Good Zandropis ; 'tis what both I and you 
Grow daily towards ! The curse lay not on thee, 
Tho' warning it might be for all of us.' 

* That deadly spectre, then,' the helmsman cried, 

* Which leaped upon us when he summoned it ?' 
Gennad replied (for he knew not how this 
Would touch the other's bitterness) : ' Is't not 
Related, in the Golden Age of old 

How spirits spake with men — e'en Zeus most high ? 
And if to-day the veil were rent for us, 
Tho' but an arrow cut, high favour it ! 

8 
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Surely I feared the while ; but this know I — 
No hurt or harm can touch who love the gods ; 
No chafing spirit past the airy bound, 
Malignant, sworn, can breathe upon the just — 
Whom Heaven's hand doth warden ; thus are we, 
Both I and thou > yea, woe shall fall not here, 
Tho' elsewhere just, with fate dark as deserved.' 

But Zandropis, who shall his look declare 
As with eyes closed, like barriers to some sight 
Of terror, he ejaculated wildly : 
* The truth it spake I 

The keen consuming truth I and that weak voice 
Follows me, follows me, leaving no corner 
Of rest within my heart ! Each every hour 
I live will be more cursed than the former. 
If I choose foolishly to live beyond 
This hour I speak in. Woe for me — 
It hath i' stamped the death-scar on me. 
My milky thought can bear no longer 
The burden of the terror it hath seen. 
O brand of fire that singeth at my brain, 
Searing from out me hope and courage — all 
But the weak life itself ! Kill me, my lord. 
Thy right it is, just right ! for if not thine, 
Then it shall be the secCs P 
And he sank down upon the floor of deck 
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like a strong ox before the fatal blow 
Of the sacrificing axe. 

Then on the mind 
Of Gennad the whole truth did sudden dawn — 
A traitor's head within his hands reclined ! 
A traitor's form his arms around did stay ! 
His murderer's brow and he was gently soothing ! 
(While eyes of love and pity watched from Heaven, 
Yea, one that loved him most, from heights afar 
Did sink to glow and hover at his side.) 

■ • . . • ' 

He rose, and gazed him trembling thro' who now 
Spake on : * Unworthy of thy finger-touch 
Am I, as thou this hour shalt truly learn ; 
Master, behold in me — one moment more ! — 
See one who twice the murderer's hand hath raised, 
And other hateful deeds from lust of gold 
Hath wrought ! Two brothers I did slay within 
The caves of Gloor — whose ghosts are on my trail ! 
A guileless comrade, hard by the rock of Tyre, 
The same red hand laid prostrate. Both these deeds 
Were noted by the harper and brought home 
Into my very reins. Yah ! what were these ? 
These were but kitten-killings — I did swear 
That you should quit your breathing on this ship. 
Nor reach the land ! — and none did ever kinder 

8—2 
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Than thou to me. 

But you were safe within your Heaven's hand ! 
Yon prophet wrought for you — what was he but 
Some god-sent instrument ? — with fearful words 
Which dug my inmost soul, and my intent 
Deferred. Now let me die — life hath no place 
For Zandropis more. Now, sir — to do !' 

Gennad 
Still spake no word ; and in his mind there surged 
A wildering tumult of revenge and scorn, — 
* O thou — And didst thou thus, ruffian deceit, 
Deem thee to mock me ! thus make murder for 
Thy gold — yea, sell me to a slave ! — thou ? — me. 
Round whom thou crawlest like a serpent ? Curst — 
Most thankless — hateful ! Surely thine eyes shall meet 
The blunted spear ; surely shalt roll in torture 
Till death gives his surcease — ere I be venged 
For this !' 

Yet he spake not, nor moved at all. 
And eyes of love and pity still bent down 
From the calm deeps above, unvisited 
By age or storm — looked down and prayed that he, 
Standing in that last midnight reached at last 
(Past which the dawn begins, and night doth die). 
Might fight this seventh tumult out, bear down 
This fearful hate, endure this proving keen ! 
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At last — then Gennad lifted both his hands 
And blessed the gods. * O man/ he thus began, 
* Whose words have told thy utter guiltiness, — 
That fatal mist which fast about mine eyes 
Until this hour hath clung dispelling, — how 
Shall I bid thee die ? Impious thou say'st and art. 
Yet not this hand shall slay — Heaven forefend ! 
For yonder truly on the deck to-night 
The gods have wrought ; and this strange night I stand 
And chronicle one great deliverance more, 
Another lease of this ungrateful life 
Which they did spare when nigh 'twas ta'en from me. 
Rise up and live — with my restored breath 
I bid thee live again ! No man shall know 
These matters to thy detriment.' Thus he. 
But Zandropis was stricken sore. He lay 
In a great sweat. * And doth the Heavens forgive 
Like thee ?* he moaned. * Thou art thyself a god ; 
Apart from thee I scarce dare move abroad 
I' the world again ! — and those outraged spirits 
Can they forget ? yon master at your helm — 
Can these — will these, — and the storm-laden deep — 
Pardon alike with you ?' 

* For thee there yet 
Even may peace from these thou fearest — yea, 
Even from everyone. Beseech will I \ 
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And thou, thy life gave back, shalt live henceforth 
As worthy one whose name with utter curse 
Was writ below the nethermost — ^then rased. 
Fear not this voyage — or rage fierce wind or wave 
Or utmost storm — 'tis fated happily 
To end, tho' ill begun. Rise up and live 
Again — if such was life ! Thy courses turned. 
Fear thy sad thoughts no more. Here is thy vest.' 

None other summoning, he tended him — 
Cooling with woman's hand the fevered brow 
Till calm and healing influence passed from soul 
To soul. And then at last, when dawn was breaking, 
He rose and left the spot to seek, and find. 
In sleep dreamless repose for many hours. 



i 
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THIRD DESIGN OF A THENE. 

Within the high Olympus far away 

The following next took place, and thus began. 

Pallas Athene stood once more before 

The seat of King Poseidon, and this time 

An angrier hate was writ between her brows ; 

And, bending not, to him she uttered words : 

* Thy bolt hath missed, and taken not the tiger 
(That who shall slay ?), 

I am come up from viewing what thy waves 
In vain did hum to spoil ! Dost thou suppose 
Gennad is dead this hour ?' To which spake he : 

* Yet I my fierce engagement have performed 
Out and out. Pray, what more couldst desire 
To witness of such giant play ?' Quoth she : 

' Thou hast outdone thine utmost, and assumed 

A deadly fury for me — all the load 

Of tumult that your waves could carry, all 
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Was laid thereon — it failed, I saw it fail. 

I thank thee ; but 'twas idly done, and stands 

Quite bootless.' 

But Poseidon waited ere 
He thuswise spake to her : * Queen, is there none 
No other way by which to hit the end 
Thou cravest ?' She replied : * Declare to me 
This thing I name, — 

Is thine the power to impose a deathlike sleep 

Upon the ship of Gennad whilst it sails m 

Thy realm the Ocean ; that that mortal crew 
Should, held in lethargy, be drifted loose 
And all unguided on the treacherous sea — 
Lies this with thee ?' * As thou dost say,' he answered ; 
Whereon she thus : * If so, then after that 
Let the deep boil ! then storms come all that may ! 
Yea, let them work — brew thou them for this end ! 
Drop all thine avalanches ! Havoc their watch ! 
Repeat thy mightiness of yesternight 
Upon a rudderless and ungirded bark — 
So may we triumph gloriously upon 
Yon Heaven's mime ! — Or let them drift for ever 
In endless, endless sleep, knowing no land 
Nor shore.' 

So he, tho' loath that such extent ^ 

Of evil should befall the ship, thus far 
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Agreed to work for her who suaded him : 

* I will impose a burden of deep sleep 

Upon their eyes, the while they sail my realm 

And reach no shore ; but let them touch firm land, 

Where my dominion ceases, and they straight 

Shall be restored their former selves.' 

Once more 
Athene thus conspired against the son 
Of Gelanor, urged by relentless hate ; 
And as she hastened thence, her words were that 
The following eve their plotting should begin 
To bear its fruit most desperate. 
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And now — 
As if in expectation silently 
Waiting to behold some wondrous thing, 
The sea was tranquil, its far thousand hills 
Smooth as a plain lay faced against the sky ; 
Mailing the deep in creaseless harness fold, 
The waves were broke by not the tiniest blast ; 
And stillness reigned, save for the oars but six 
Which slowly dipped and rose, and poised and fell 
To a slow cadence from the men that rowed. 
The silent moon stole up, her noiseless way 
To trail betwixt the stars — and Night was come. 

Helming it, at his post stood Zandropis. 
Young Gennad lay upon the cushioned deck 
(For he had worked each evening at the oar), 
His dark-fringed eyes of hazel still unclosed, 
His fingers on the lyre ; to which he sang 
To the sea he loved, as every Greek doth love : 



.« fe ... 
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* It is the world-uniting sea ! 
The nations' barrier, yet the world's highway, 
That taps unceasingly around my couch, 
And ripples in my dreams ! 

Heaven hangs her lights, 
Now to be mirrored on ten thousand waves. 
Knowing no life but its own strange motion, 
The sea so calm, so still, so beautiful. 
And deep so far below, is round extended 
Like a wide shield, and we do sit like dust 
Upon it. 

Now that the voices of the day are stilled 
Over the world (the sun, where — who can tell ? 
Lighting perchance the Islands of the Blest, 
Further than famed Atlantis, where no man 
Hath sailed !) — now that the streaks of day have shot 
Their last beams from the West, and the moon doth 

tower 
In kingdom over isle, and shore, and sea — 
Here then is stillness, now indeed I know 
How strength is calm, when thou, so vast, art calm, 
How peace and solitude can rest the soul, 
And raise the anxious spirit to the gods, 

When me thou mov'st, tho' weakly, thus to tears ! 
. • . * ■ 

But now 
Lulled be my brain, mine eyelids locked, and. Sleep, 
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Come make to cease the turmoils of the mind 

And reason, while I drift into the keep 

Of Slumber's mighty mystery 1 Withdraw 

Thy sovereignty, O consciousness, awhile, 

For 'tis thro' thee alone life's cares are seen, — 

And I know not what to my life shall come. 

Let but my deeds, howe'er, be fair and true. 

Nothing to stain my honour (as full oft 

The wise Gylyppo hath forevisfed me) 

Then I will win my joys right grandly all. 

Whatever cometh, without shame or fear. 

Or let 

The gentle Fancy lead my roaming soul, 

Unchecked by distance and by worlds unstayed. 

Into that mystic land foretold by dreams, — 

Visited only in sleep at intervals 

Most rare and sweet — where Space and Time seem not, 

And in our airy lightness Will doth waft us 

Hither and thither. 'Tis unreal to us 

Who bide in life ; but real and ever true 

Unto that host the noble, faithful, brave 

And fair, who have out soared mortality ' 

From every clime !...... And yet — 

What is the country I yearn for to-night ? 
Fair Hellas. O, that isle-bestudded shore ! 
My home, my country dear, — my father's and 
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My people's ; surely the sight of thee is fairer 
Than aught of earth — or even dreams can tell ! 
Dells, mountains, rivers, plains and beachy sands- 
All hast thou fair ; — what but to reach thee soon 
Wisheth thy sailor child to-night ? — and that 
We shall full early. 

Then quickly come to crown our expectation, 
Beautiful Hellas, fairest Ocean child 
Of the guarding waves 
That are thy fortress and thy home. 
And harmless friend of all thy rocky sons ! 

From her spring men how famous 

Themselves shall never know — 

Whose voice shall ride the waters 

Where others sank below. 

The home of bards and sages 

Whose stars shall ne'er decline, — 

Shall breast the storm of ages. 

And walk the waves of Time ! 
But now I feel the dews of sleep divine 

Fall on me. Come !' 

And here the lyre dropped from his senseless grasp. 
— // was the deadly sleep of lethargy 
Sent by Athene I 
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The ship seemed empty on the silent sea, 
The oars now dragging in the waves. The crew 
Were strewn about to snatch some slight repose — 
As they thought vainly, since 'twas the long sleep 
Of lethargy that pressed them. 

Now behold, 
Apollo as Hyanderos the aged 
Drew towards the vessel's stern, unknowing of 
The deed which Pallas thro' Poseidon had 
Achieved ; and thuswise he came musing on : 
* The winds did shake the black waves terribly. 
But they — my presence hallowing this bark — 
All fell back impotently, and my laugh 
Went booming o'er the water after them ; — 
And much will Aphrodite, queen who holds 
A centre place within the hearts of all, 
Rejoice when she beholdeth this result 
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But here lies Gennad sleeping — Happy dream ! 
And ho ! what here ? Our steadfast Zandropis — 
He too is took with slumber ! Whence comes this, 
Most culpable whilst steering ? and strange sleep 1 — 
Now prone upon his face beside the bands 
He stretcheth like a bullock. But will I 
Engage the helm and bring them toward the land.' 

A rush and whizz of air above — and, lo, 
The goddess Aphrodite stood besidehira. 

* Ah, here thou comest seasonably,' quoth he, 

* Thou radiant evening shade j this post is lonely ! 
Prithee but tell ' 

But she spake fast and low : 

* Apollo, thou far-darting helper, hear 

Me patiently. 'Tis thus — plot grows on plot, 
And so we two, if thou wilt aid me still. 
Must make it counterplot on counterplot ; 
On each new plan must we watch warily, 
To catch it ere it grow !' Then, pointing o'er 
The ship so ghostly gliding, she spake on : 

* In poisoned, baleful sleep they lie ! in sleep 
Most terribly like death ! and it will be 
True death indeed if this barge gaineth not 
Some harbour soon ; for while this crew remains 
Upon Poseidon's deep nor touch no shore 
They will not wake their present slumber from.' 
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Replied the god : * Then I will now with haste 

Unto Olympus, and detain Athene 

That she may come not near while thou dost save 

This bunch of men. Guide thou this keel unto 

The nearest land. Land is their only succour 

(This is the Polynesian sea) — Haste them ! — 

Land, any land, e'en the most desolate 

And narrow shore that thou may'st sight — which touched, 

The spell is loosed, and crew shall rise and save 

Themselves with this their vessel.' Speaking thus 

Swift he was gone ; and she grasped tight the helm ; 

And all lay round her like on battlefield 

The slain — speechless nor moving, breathing not. 

But Aphrodite turned her to the form 
Of Gennad as he stricken lay, and cried : 
* Sleep, sleep while thou may'st wake — there draws a day 
When shall not hours but years be slept away ! 
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CRAFT OF APOLLO, 

Following Apollo, — he had not traversed far 
When, Pallas met, he thus accosted her : 

* All hail, thou chaste-eyed queen, imperial 
In mortal and immortal hearts alike ! 

What is 't that moves Athene ? Wonder not, — 
I can undo thy trouble ; in the care 
Which vexes thee find out some brighter spot 
For hope to seize.' 

* Dost thou bring news ?' quo' she. 

* I come but to announce what hath befell 
To one, the kingliest of his kind, whose name 
Hight Gennad — Gennad no more I He,[^having 
Quite over-bulked with haughtiness become. 
Deeds, lusts, of every breed and kind hath dared 
Till it was at the limit of forbearance 

Even for Zeus, who grows too lenient 

Toward such bold climbers, but whose just displeasure 

9 
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Hath wings of fire, and on whose arrows keen 
Fate rideth.' To which eagerly she thus : 
* Tis time the limitation should be reached 
By one who thought that limit there was none ! 
For the due sequence 
Of equal punishment upon the crime, 
Instant and sped without a weak delay. 
Doth show that might lieth behind the arm 
Which wields the sword of punishment.' 

* But hear — 
I did behold, slow toiling thro' the surf. 
Upon the rock-toothed sea — mark thou but this ! 
A ship which in its hollow clipped the son 
Of Argive Gelanor ; and on them all 
A deadly mist was fallen, both strange and new, 
That they were strewed like dead from stem to stern. 
E'en on the helm — one Zandropis, is this 
Disorder fallen \ and now, all guiding lost. 
Loose on the Ocean, turning every way 
As the wind driveth — see the laden bark 
Drift to her ruin ! 

The great horse runneth riderless, and now. 
Broke from the keeping of the chariot rein. 
Doth gallop where he will ! And alas ! 
For I heard the eye-picking vultures from the land, 
As in foul troop they hovered o'er that ship, 
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Cry, flying off, Too soon P 

She silent stayed, 
While he continued : * These thy ministers — 
Yea, these thy servants are. Leave yonder bark 
Unto her native fate — to rocks, to winds. 
To tempests, birds, and shoals, and storm — to these, 
Or to the \z,%\. forever far from land ; 
And bide thou here, for these shall act thy will, 
Aye, leave them work for thee !' — when he was gone. 

Exultingly 
She cried : * Now are Revenge and Justice joined I 
Ye messenger winds. 
Ye sweeping bearers, carry it afar 
To every land and city, past each sea. 
And prick it in the ear of all creation ! 
Sigh not, though it is sorrow that ye bear ; 
Roar like the detonating thunder, — 
Revel in might untamed, for Zeus is wrath 
And hath at last his dread response declared ! 

E^en now the rushing hours 
On his last journey sweep him !* 
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THE HEAVENS DO RULE! 

Then once more 
Turn we toward the watchless, smitten bark 
As she made her way. There still see at the helm 
White Aphrodite standing silently 
At her long watch, herself the only life 
On that sad shell. She laboured for the dead, 
Among the outstretched round her ; and her eyes 
Sought vain some headland. Thus she stayed and 

stayed. 
* Blow, wind, but soft ! Bear on, bear on, good ship — 
We near the islands ! Perchance with morning's light 
The outer wards of Hellas' shelving shores 
May steal across the prospect, and my ears, 
Their anxious watching ended, glad shall drink 
The music of the waves upon the strand !' 

• . . . • ■ 

She spake no more, but like a spectre steered. 
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Day broke again ; and yet once more it broke, 
And still the vessel touched no saving shore. 

But while 'twas wondrous to behold to men 
Such condescension and such pity in 
One so divine, the air was sudden cleft — 
Athene swooped unto the vessel's deck, 
And stood on board 1 But Aphrodite straight, 
Drawing her robe invisible, became 
Unseen. 

The goddess proud Athene gazed 
Around her long, then uttered words like these : 

* They are not waked, the misty robe doth stay 
To cloak them with its deadly virtue still — 
They sleep, but sleep for aye —waiting for death 
To kiss them cold ! 

Right true Apollo spake ; justly he told 
The lot that happened hath to all 1 Great Zeus 
Relented from what he did swear to me 
A suppliant for this favour, and he now 
Will ward from them the hollow sea no more. 
Come, Fate — thy prey already groweth cold !' 

She moved and touched a prostrate form. — Why 
starts ? 

* The flesh is warm !' she cried ) * the heart still beats 
Long yet in all of them ! Time is too soon — 

Too soon !' 
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Next she espied the form, and moved 
To look on gentle Gennad ; and thus said : 
* O earth-renowned flower on hardy stem, 
Fair, skilled, and strong — where is thy beauty now ? 
Thy lyre will follow not whereto thou goest, 
But hath forever left thy tuneful hands ; 
Now other men shall rival and excel 
To bring thy dead strings back to melody, 
Charming the soul in nobler chords than thou. 
Aye, aye the voice of melody 
A-hushed is round thy noble strings for e'er ! 
Nor will thy birth avail thee ; there, as they, 
Thou liest mixed with base, ignoble men 
Who now have all thy gift, claim fair as thou. 
So rudely end thy young life, Gennades — 
Smaller in years than deeds of pride and fame 
Tho' thou to many wast a godlike man ! 

• • « • • 

How can I curse thee, when thine end is bitter ? 
Yet I say — Go to join Paris whom I hated also, 
Whose shame shall know no grave, who reaped the fruit 
Of hateful deed in Troy laid low for ever, 
Her sons unslain made motherless ; like his. 
Hence let thy fretful spirit meet no rest 
In the dim state of souls whereto thou go'st — 
Let no tomb hold thee, and no monument 
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Stand over thy bones but the sea ; 

Thy name dishonour to thy nation be it, 

And a by-word to the people of the world !' 

But hist ! What melody comes ? — voices sweet 
Sound as from out the sea with rise and fall, 
By sage Apollo sent ! Thus sadly they : 

* Flowers whose beauties now are withered. 

And whose perfume winds have stolen ! 

They must trace a downward pathway. 

They must pass the depths unknown. 

Sink shall they below the foam, 

Find for rest the dolphin's home, 

Down beneath the crested foam 

Where the sea continually 

Is peaceful ! 

We are here to watch them go, 
We are here to bid them know 
Poseidon waits them home below. 
To join his motley band. 

Sing do we continually 
Within his motley band ! 
Where the salt sands never dry, 
Where no boisterous wind sweeps by, 
Where the bones of thousands lie. 
Their bed's a coral strand. 
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Dance do we continually 
Around that coral strand. 

Away ! away ! 
Come drop your souls below.' 

* Hark !' Pallas murmured ; * 'tis their dirge I hear 
By angels of the water being sung. 

Butyond* a rock I — upon the vessel's lee. 

Good angels, list ! Now with a mighty bound 

I will on haste their idly tarrying fate, — 

Outvenging all the kings of land or sea, 

Will headlong to the bottom nethermost 

Disperse this crew !' — And here the helm she seized. 

With trembling hands and burning nostril-breath, 

She quickly crossed the tiller to the wind 

Which still blew gently, and thus turned the prow, 

Then watched ahead with lips and eyes attent — 

* Nor leave them drifting thus untabernacled, 
Without or weal, or woe, or certain end ; 
Full soon Fll quench such expectation void !' 

. . • • • 

A moment passed. — Then gently on the rocks 
The vessel grazed, then passed them ; but ere yet 
The shock has run from stem to stern, a shout 
Rose from a dozen voices in the hold, — 
Sprang to their feet the lithesome sailor band, 
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And Zandropis swung back the helm amain J 
Rose as one man the whole strong stalwart crew, 
Nor stayed to press their eyelids, but were at 
Their places with long poles and points of iron. 
While some cut loose the sails or drew them in, 
To ward the ship from further motion — till 
The shoal was cleared. 

And so the spell was loosed ! 
No magic save the touching of the land, 
And strong Poseidon's word — thus it was wrought. 
Athene rose and swept into the air ! 

When she was gone the form appeared once more 

Of Aphrodite standing by the stern. 

With heaving bosom. Thus she uttered words : 

* The Heavens do rule I . . . . 

So now is malice checked and turned to weal ; 

For hate doth blindly run to meet its ends, 

And is most easily strayed. And thanks be to 

The wise Apollo for his ready craft ; 

For safe we two have kept this voyage thro' all 

The bitter hate that hounds the steps of those 

Who know fair fame !' 

Then yet ere she departed 
To the fair Havens — whence ye watch us nigh, 
Immortal ones ! she stood and blessed the crew, 
And Gennad most. * Our peace be yours !' she said. 
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* O jpy that the light may for ever, 

And its brightness outstay the fleet sunset, 

And its glory live past the glad day ! 

Full well is thee, now and to-morrow • 
And always, if wise be thy walking, 
And with it if patient thy waiting ; 
For thus to that Future thou comest 
Which keepeth thy crown for thee ! 

Feal hast thou wrought, O son of Gelanor ! 
When thus each step thou patient makest thine 
(Tho* failing once, when only my hand saved thee) 
And mountest one by one, what orb shall blaze 
Above thee ? on from fair to fairer thus, 
Height after height, from star to star still rising 
To the bright Bourne which stars but sentinel. 
And speak of to that Night wherein they hang, 
Beckoning from thence to hence for ever while 
The eternal Heavens stand — its witnesses 
In a dark world, as doth horizon men !' 
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A REVELATION. 

A LONG, long tale, sir knights, ye'll tell me, truly ; 
So 'tis — so 'tis ; yet true, tho' some of it 
Was wrought beyond my sight. 

(My goblet ? — so.) 
Old men's last word is far off commonly, — 
Maybe ! Yet here is mine, for only 
Left is to tell how came this tale to me. 
Well — But what's that ? kind sirs, kind sirs ! 
Surely the cock crows not for morning yet \ 
Aye, and the chirp of waking birds. What hours 
Have we sat here ? I talked, and ye not slept 1 
Hence to conclude most quickly. 

Argos reached, 
Gennad sent messengers to Delphi — who. 
This answer brought — Would he, human no longer. 
And severed ever from his kind, become 
Olympian and immortal, walk henceforth 
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On the high floors where man doth traverse not, 
Knowing eternal knowledge with the gods ? — 
Or should his name immortal live on earth ? 

This last chose Gennad, for dearly him it grieved 
To think on severance from Gylyppo and 
The scenes he loved 

Glad years a many there 
They lived ; and both of them did wed with those 
They loved, and who loved them. At last the king 
Of Argos died, good Gelanor. All looked 
To me. I could not be a king — I fled, 
I changed my name to what ye call me. Homer ; 
For no, I was not wise, not wise enough 
To guide the State. As I had prayed of them, 
They chose Gylyppo ; a new dynasty 
Thus rose. 

But I was happy, far more happy 
Harping such songs as ye have heard to-night. 
Thro' many lands and cities ; in the halls 
Of princes, and with audience the poor — 
The minstrel Homer, who have many things 
Seen, heard and known ; whom none have guessed 

to be 
The son of Gelanor ! 

The promise hath 
Been kept, and shall more gloriously fulfil 
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Hereafter. My poor name, how wide and far 
'Tis famed already ! These same tales I teach 
Unto my children ; and thus they shall on 
To the unborn ages of posterity. 

All thro' these years my faithful wife hath walked 
Beside ; and now doth lead me by the hand. 
Dear heart ! weVe picked our way from far. — 

But, sirs, 
Hence we soon hie — like a long fable ending 
This life we bear, — Gylyppo to behold, 
And to re-greet the peers of other days, 
Who must be shining somewhere ! souls who lived 
In reverence meet for higher Powers, who loved 
Both old and young, and every creature weak ; 
Such were they then, such now beyond our sight — 
And soon a shout shall join us I 

Here am I left. 
Like an old tree that stands and mocks the tempest, 
But withered at the root. — Comrades, to see you ! 
For I am past my limits, and a stranger 
To the times o' day. (Pardon, sir knights, I speak 
Dull things, me fears.) But joined we shall call 
The wheatfields of fat Egypt desolation. 
And the sun's brow dull slate, and India's morn 
Flushed in full Summer pink — but Scythian, 
To what we claim around ! Our biding years, 
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Passing the population of the seas, 

Unbroke by farther fate, innumerable, 

Shall still hold glorious wake when yon stars have 

Wrenched from their balanced, giddy walk, and leapt 

To feed the sun with further fires ; — when seas 

Have dried their whirlpools into continents ; 

And ocean plained the headlands of the world 

To home vast whales, and on whose peaks doth hide 

Leviathan ! — Lo, they shall 'dure 

Past this, and still be ever numberless. 

Untold, undeathed. 

Come, let us rest ! The morn is at the doors. 
To-night, maybe, I'll give ye of fair Troy 
^A tale or two. Or of Ulysses wise — 
What happed to him a-homeward journeying 
From Ilium. But now — 

The gods be yours ! 
This hold ye fast — The Heavens do rule us men ; — 
Greatly rejoice, and live to see it so 1 



THE END. 



Elliot Stockf Paternoster Row^ London. 
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